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MY OWN RIVAL. 

. ■ B7 FENKO 


. F£BFEcnoi7 isolates. I kno^ this 
Jong before, and eared nothing; but'the 
day that saw Loiiis Rivaux at my feet I 
comprehended the desolation of magnifi¬ 
cence, the curse of a beauty so estreme as 
mv own. ' . 

You think'he was my lover. No, a 
thousand removes from that. I never had 
a lover, notwithstanding there had been 
many at my feet before him; But, I repeat, 
I never cared till this day, till I found out, 
listening to this man who begged no love 
of me, but only that he might make of me 
an idol uuto himself, that I had a heart; 
and then how could I be an idol? For 
what idol ever had a heart, or cared for its 
worshipper? 

He was more than eloquent, but alas I 
I remembered certain outbursts of his be-^ 
fore Murillo’s pictures in the art galleries 
of Rome, ^d recognized the parallel. He 
was on his knees before me.' O, that he 
had risen to the level of my hrart ‘instead 
—that his smooth dowing'speech had 
tripped upon his tongue! 

The nursery door must have been'Ajar. 
Anything serves* Lulu for a cradle song. 
Bending, happy as any saint in high •hear* 
eii, above her sleeping babe, she-will 
sii^ so one might-fancy-her heart-'were 
breaking, if one did not know that singers^ 
still less than poets, feel what they sing. 
At this moment there floated down the 
stairs, “Thou art so near, and yet so far.’* 
My soul has possessed her voice, I thought, 
looking do\m on Rivaux, whom I might 
have Imd my hand upon as I sat—^Rivaux, 
between whom and me there stretched 
immensity. 

Still, I was tempted sore. Is not half a 
loaf better than no bread? Yet how is 
hunger helped by a stone ? If I dared risk 
circumstance, -disease, the i>all of i>osses- 


sioh, there yet waited for me time, the 
iconoclast, from whom one may escape 
only by death’s door. Ruin is less kind to 
loveliness in nature than in art—it denies 
it even' the • picturesque. The ugliest old 
women one sees have always been young 
beauties, I rememberedj and the thou^t 
stung me to cry out a little sharply, at 
last,' the words with which I had dallied so 
long, the question for which I knew his 
heart held but one answer. • 

“ Wait,” I said, interrupting him in the 
midst of his rapid tide of words. “Do 
you love ine?” 

“ I adore you,” he.answered, looking up 
in my heautiful face; seeing that only, 
thinking of that only, as he spoke. 

His tone, his words; clashed hollow and 
alien in my ears with a little Scotch lulla^ 
by, simple, and homely, and sweet, which 
Lulu uow sang. ' 

“Do you Zone me?” I said; again, with 
an emphasis so marked' and bitter, that it 
rt)used hiih to comprehension of my mean-> 
ing and himself. 

He did not speak directly, and watchii^ 
his-face, -I knew that I had judged him 
aright-^he might,‘‘perhaps,-be cruel, but 
he could not be untrue. 

•• “It’is hot for you, Regina,” he said, at 
last; “you do not need it. I^ve, the com¬ 
mon love which man gives woman, em¬ 
braces tenderness, and tenderness implies 
pity, though it be latent and undeveloped. 
Look,” he continued, leading me before 
one of the mirrors with which the room 
was lined; “you are a goddess—^you are 
perfection. Do you, then, de man d tender¬ 
ness? Do you inspire pity? No, love 
clasps at its own level, heart to heart, but 
it is thus for you, Iteginaf’ throwing him¬ 
self again at my feet, and again ntlcting 
I know not what wild ravings of my beauty. 
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“Else, Monsieur Rivaux,” I said, smil¬ 
ing a little; it is not worth so much sup¬ 
plication, that which it appears to me I 
can grant you at small cost to myself. 
Every one concedes your skill as an artist 
Come, I will sit to you, and you shall have 
the portrait for your owm Perfection, as 
a woman, must soon decay—as a portrait, 
you may possess and preserve unscathed 
for a lifetime that which you so much ad.- 
mire in me.*’ ' . 

“But, ah!’* he said, adittle confused at 
tlie turn I had-given the affair, “ did I not 
say you were a goddess rather than a 
woman?’*- . 

“Then I may not wed a mortal,” I an¬ 
swered. “I must wait for my Olympian 
mate.** 

I spoke lightly, mockingly, for I was in 
an agony, now that I had fathomed exactly 
his feeling for me, lest he should suspect 
what had prompted me to demand of hiTn 
if he loved me, lest he should guess what 
bitter longing possessed me for the very 
love above whose reach or need he had set 
me. If not mine love’s tender sympathy, 
never for me the pity which stings worse 
than contempt, the compassion whose ex¬ 
istence seems to he insult T was more 
gay, more brilliant than he had ever seen 
me; I assumed that my “ happy thought,” 
as I laughingly termed it, had perfectly 
satisfied him, with an air so assured, so 
complacent and fnendly, that it was im¬ 
possible for him to remonstrate against this 
literal interpretation of h!s desires, or to 
urge with naturalness or persistency any¬ 
thing beyond this favor which I had offered 
him. . . 

He left me, at length,* a little bewildered, 
I could see, at both me and himself, and 
the outer door closed at once upon his re¬ 
treating form, and opened to the incoming 
figure of Theo, into whose arms Lulu 
lightly sprang from the stairs, down which 
she had hastened on seeing him come up 
the walk. 

“Ha! ha! little wifeP’ laughed Theo, 
kissing Lulu heartily. “ One would think 
I had been a long journey. Has the child 
got his teeth ? Boes b e walk or talk yet ?” 

“For shame, Theo,” remonstrated Lulu. 
“I have a mind to punish you for laughing 
atmebyhot allowing you to see baby at 
all till to-morrow morning.” 

“And that would make twenty-four 
hours elapse since my beholding this won¬ 


der of the nineteenth century. Monstrous 
woman! cruel tyrantP’ mocked Theo. “It 
is thus I set you at defiance.” And then I 
heard a little scrambling rush and pursuit 
across the hall, a laughing struggle, and 
afterward Theo’s firm steps went up the 
stairs and - to the nursery door a bit more 
slowly and heavily than usual, oh account 
of Lulu’s weight 

Some impulse made me follow. As I 
opened the door of the nursery I beheld 
Theo’s great lion head bent above a pink 
mite of humanity that lay in the swinging 
cradle, while on the other side Lulu-stood 
looking down oh both with an ■ expression 
of i n fi ni te satisfaction and content . 

■ “Why did you many Lulu,. Theo??* I 
said, suddenly. 

Because I loved her, to be sure,” he 
answered, promptly, taking at once the 
mite* 8 nute of - a hand and Lulu’s iuto one 
of his broad palms. 

- But whydid'you love her??* Ipursued- 
“ Hot for her beauty?” I said, a little iron¬ 
ically, perhaps; but Lulu doesn’t min^ 
her looks—at least not since she has had 
Theo. . 

“ Hot at all,” said Theo, getting up.and 
making me a grand bow. “If love- were 
for beauty, I should be your slave'instead 
of Lulu’s husband. But beauty’s only a 
fading flower,’* added Theo, notnnwilUng 
to pay me for my little thrust at Lulu. 

“And not for her voice,” I said, “for 
you don’t know A sharp from B flat, and- of 
all the world you are the only one who 
doesn’t listen when she sings.” 

■ “ Ho, not for her voice,” he said, stealing 
his arm roundXulu’s waist' • • 

“ What for, then?” I questioned. 

“ Because I did, because I do^hat’s all, 
and that’s enough—the best reason in all 
the world for loving, the only reason that 
neither time nor circumstance can change 
or shake. Bjss me, Lulu.”. -; 

I felt .that X. mu^ fly. My eyes were 
strangely dim, and something choked in my 
throat, for at every word Theo uttered I 
realized anew the mockeiy of a marriage 
founded bn - the - feelings with which my 
beautiful flesh had inspired Eivaux, the 
immeasurable distance between love and 
admiration, be It ever so enthusiastic. But 
how. bitter is conviction against desire! 
How ravishingly, despairingly sweet seems 
love in others when to us denied! I could 
no longer contemplate it. I fled away to 
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Eolitude aiid the first tears irhich 1 remem¬ 
ber. Happy Lula, ■who, having nothmg, 
yet had all! Miserable me, a queen who 
despised her kingdom, who would have 
given all the jewels in her sceptre for love’s 
rose 1 

lUvaux was a Frenchman, versatile and 
imaginative. When he came on the mor¬ 
row to give me my first sitting I could see 
that my idea had taken strong hold of his 
fancy, that the anticipated me ■whom he 
should paint already rivalled my living self 
in his artist soul. A strange pique and 
jealousy stirred in my heart; 1 would have 
retracted my ofier, only that I feared any 
inconsistency of mine, might possibly sbg- 
gest to him its cause, so timid does one be¬ 
come who has aught to conceal. 

But I had condemned myself to slow tor¬ 
ture, to exquisite torment, as 1 sat before 
the man whom I loved with all my soul, to 
give to him my soulless image, and saw, 
day after day, the beautiful linsensate thing 
upon the canvas absorb and satisfy him 
more completely. Unrecognized, unwooed, 
the woman watched as he painted the 
goddess, listening even as one might to 
the praises of a rival, to the raptures over 
form and coloring in which he indulged as 
his work progressed, my breathing lips 
thirsty for the kisses of a lover, while his 
brush lingered about the smiling mouth of 
the portrait as if loath to leave it. 

At last , the portrait was completed, and 
before it Bivaux stood with exactly the ex¬ 
pression upon his face that 1 remembered 
it had worn on the day of his declaration 
tome. Ah.me! how well, how cruelly, 
tauntingly well, had this substitution suf¬ 
ficed him! . 

“ To-morrow,” he said; more to himself 
than to me, ■without turning his eyes from 
the picture, “ to-morrow L shall come to 
take it away, to take it with me, for 1 can 
never, never leave it behind.” 

“Whatr’ I said, rising and stretching 
out my hands involuntarily, as if to stay 
him; but he did not notice, still absorbed 
in contemplating my image. “You are 
going away. Monsieur Eivauxf Where 
then?’ 

“Yes,” he said,■ dreamily. “We are 
going away somewhere, over seas. I 
hardly know where we shall make port. 
My bride,” laying his hand caressingly 
upon the canvas and smiling a little, “ will 
not be difficult.” 


I slipped away and left him there before 
the picture, only too sure that he would 
never miss me, then, as in the future, 
when he should be “ over seas,” for .all of 
me for which he cared his brush had ob¬ 
tained for him. But even in the bitter ag¬ 
ony that surged over me at the thought 
that I should behold him no more, I did 
not regret that my beauty was to accompa¬ 
ny him without my soul, for if I had 
learned more certainly any lesson in those 
hours while he ;painted me, it was that - 
only love can satisfy love, that a wife 
wooed for beauty alone is but a mistress 
who must tremble at every moon that 
brings nearer age’s withering breath, who 
must forever fear life’s thousand accidents 
and chances. 

Yet he was going away, whither I scarce¬ 
ly knew, nor for how long, and 1 loved 
him; 1 remembered that,, and that only, 
when night came, night, which is friendly 
alone to the happy, whose shadows darken 
still more deeply shadowed hearts. 

Sleep ■was long in coming to me, but I 
fell finally into the heavy slumber of ex¬ 
haustion. Philosophers tell us that any 
estimation of the duration of time in 
dreams by the feelings or seeming events 
taking place therein is impassible, but 
surely it was hours that a moimtain lay on 
my breast, that a monster’s choking hand 
clutched at my throat But 1 gasped and 
struggled into waking and reality at last 

The room was full of smoke, dense and 
blinding, and without its doors I heard a 
rush and erackling as of fiame. I felt my 
way dizzily to. , the door that opened into 
hall, but already the staircases, front and 
back, were on fire, cutting off my escape. 

My room, communicated with that in 
which Bivaux had set up his easel, and 
thither 1 went and crouched do^wn by the 
aide of my portrait, as if that could give 
me some companionship in death, for in 
less than five minutes from my awakening 
1 had comprehended that the house was on 
fire, that I had been forgotten, and that 
there was nothing left for me but to wait 
the coming of the fierce red-tongued fiend, 
that writhed itself at every moment nearer 
the door of the apartment in which I was. 
'Ihe smoke had nearly smothered me in 
my sleep, I suppose, for all my senses 
seemed dulled and stupefied, and I did not 
even think to go to a window :md try to 
attract attention, so that 1 might escape, if. 
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perchance, help could he rendered me in 
any way from below. 

*‘Ah meP* I murmured to my.uncon- 
scious double; “we shall perish together^ 
but you, at least, be will regret.’* 

All, sad is death when it takes one be* 
jond love’s reach, but bitter and desolate 
indeed it seems to look torward to a grave 
that shall be watered by no tear. A grave I 
Should I have a grave ever, or would the 
four winds of heaven scatter my ashes 
whither they listed?’ A horror of death, 
of such annihilating, swift consuming 
death, of such sudden utter nothingness, 
seized upon me at this thought. Igrov* 
elled in agony and despair upon the door, 
behind the. picture, with my head buried 
in a pillow, to deaden as much as I might 
the ever louder rustling of the approaching 
flames. 

Suddenly I became conscions of a noise 
at one of the windows, of a presence with¬ 
in the room. Before X could raise my 
bead or speak a hand had snatched the pic¬ 
ture from the easel, and turned to dy. 

It was Hivaux, come at the peril of his 
life to save my portrait, while I, forgotten 
and untliought of, was left to perish. Na¬ 
ture, against my will, gainst my pride, ut¬ 
tered the cry that burst from my Ups as he 
turned to the window, unheeding me. 

“Great heavens!*’ he ejaculated at the 
call. “Are you then here, Eegina? Come, 
there is not a moment to be lost To the 
ladder—you first” 

I sta^ered up to my feet, but in the men 
ment that I had delayed him the flames 
burst through the walls of die room from 
the burning hall, and at the same instant 
a red flag of fire flaimted in at the window 
from without 

“ Come F’ said Rivaux, through his set 
teeth, seizing me and thrusting me out 
from certain death behind to little less 
than certain death before, for already the 
ladder was on Are. 

Down, down, me first, and after me 
lUvaux, a few brief moments in reality, an 
age ill seeming 1 Now a barbed tongue of 
fiame darted out from the streaming win¬ 
dows of the two stories below me, and 
licked my cheek as I passed, now fiery fin¬ 
gers reached and snatched after my float¬ 
ing hair, while blasts of scorching air 
came at every breathing, and the rounds of 
the ladder were bUstering hot to hands 
and feet. ' 


“ God foi^ve me, that ! forgot for a lit¬ 
tle aU but Lulu and the child F’ I heard 
Theo murmur, as he received me at the 
ladder*s foot, enveloping me close in some 
woollen garments to crush out the fire 
which had seized upon me. 

I must have fainted just then, for I re¬ 
member no more till I found myself lying 
upon a bed in the house of a.neighbor,; 
while over me was bending good old Poo- 
tor Cane. . , 

“Never fear,” he said, as I opened my 
eyes; “ your good looks are all safe, Eegina. 
There wont be a scar, and your hair will 
soon repair damages for itself.” 

I turned my face wearily away, for his 
allusion to my beau^ recalled how it hap¬ 
pened that Eivaux had saved rna 
how had it fared with him, for he had 
been behind, and every moment told in 
that flight from fire? Washesafe? 

At this moment; Lulu, standing in the 
door, and dismissing the physician with 
some words which X was not heeding, 
sighed softly—“Poor EivauxF’ 

“LuluF* I called. “Lulu, come here. 
"Whatof Monsieur Eivaux?” 

“He went back,” she said, hesitatingly, 
“went back for something-after he was 
half way down. It was madness.” 

For something? For that accursed pic¬ 
ture. I grasped her ann so'fiercely that 
she uttered a little distressed cry. He is 
not dead ?” I said. “ He is not dead ?” 

“ No, but his eyes. The doctor doubts 
if he will ever see again, and the ladder 
had burned so that it snapped while he 
was yet far from the ground, and he has a 
broken limb.” 

1 did not say a word, but lay as quietly- 
as I could,' waiting'for the morning; 
when it was day I went out, despite the 
remonstrances of Lula, closely veiled, with 
the bandages still about my fortdiead and 
face. 

Eivaux had not a relative on this side of 
the ocean, not a woman soul nearer 
his landlady in America. Once he b^d 
asked me to be his wife, and I had refused, 
trembling all the while lest he should 
guess that I loved him. Now I was going 
to tell him that I loved him, to beg, on my 
bended knees, if need be, to be his wife, so 
that I might care for him. He had need 
of me now, need of woman’s love and ten¬ 
derness. I could give and ask not back 
now, all my pride swallowed up in the 
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flood of pity that roshed into my soni 'at 
thonght of him helpless and enfferirig, aii 
my fears of not being ioved forgotten in 
loving. 

As I went into his ebamber, he lay rrith 
his hands folded on his' breast, still as 
death, save a little low moaning that stirred 
his lips how and then. Somebody has said 
that in woman’s love there is always some¬ 
thing of the maternal. I felt it at that 
moment as I looked upon Kivaux. I laid 
my hand tenderly upon his forehead, and 
then I bent and kissed his lips. 

“■What! Who is it?” he said, turning 
his bandaged eyes toward me. 

' “It Isl, Eegina Maymont,” I said. “I 
love'you, Eiranx,’love you so well, that 
now you need'me, I rio longer care to hide 
it from yoii, no longer am unhappy because 
it was my beauty alone that won you. Do 
not send me away,-Eivaux. Had nothing 
happened, I could have let you go with the 
pieture, and died in silence; but now—it is 
not to be loved, but only to love that I 
ask.” 

• “Poor childT’ he said, taking iny hand 
in his. (Ah, how mnch sweeter this sim¬ 
ple word sounded in my ear than goddess!) 
“ I never dreamed that you cared for me 
in this way. But I cannot let you sacriiice- 
yourself thus. I am helpless and blind— 
perhaps for always. No, nol you must 
not throw yourself away on me, who can 
no longer-look upon you, or glory in your 
perfection.” ■ . 

' I felt at once that he would be inexor¬ 
able, and that I could not, would not leave 
him. Is deceit ever justiliable? I do not 
know. I did not stop then to consider it 
even. 

“My perfection!” I said, raising his 
hand to my shrouded forehead and cheeks, 
and passing it over my hair, which had 
sufiered most of all. “ Of what account is 
a thing so perishable that a breath of fire 
may de.stroy it, the accident of an hour 
obliterate it?” 

AVeli, I triumphed at last, as I never 
should have triumphed if I had not led 
him to suppose that the flames had taken 
from me soihewhat of that which it seemed 
to him would have made me more of a sac¬ 
rifice to his sightless life. I insisted on an 
immediate marriage, feeling that his need 
of my care made that proper which would 
have been unwomanly under other circum¬ 
stances. I wore tire bandages about my 


face much longer than was really needful, 
and forbade all who had access to him to 
undeceive him as to the: extent of my 
injiiriea; 

I nursed him tenderly, perhaps ail the 
more tenderly because r was never think¬ 
ing of his love for me, but only and always 
of my love for him. And yet his gratitude 
was very sweet, sweeter far to me than ail 
the old raptures over my beauty, which he 
fancied marred forever, aud I never al-. 
lowed myself to sigh for anything more. 
Besides, every day a little hope was grow¬ 
ing to be a great one with me, a hope which 
the dobtoi’s assurance one evening that I 
might consider certainty gave me all the 
happiness nay heart could hold, 1 thonght 
Eivanx would see again—^his eyes would be 
entirely restored! There liad been litUe 
hope of this at first, grave doubts for a 
long time, then faint and fluctuating en¬ 
couragement, so that it had been deemed 
best to keep it-all from Eivaux (who had 
made up his mind to the worst), for fear of 
final and more bitter disappointment. 

“ You must tell him this to-night, Mad¬ 
ame Eivaux,” said the good doctor; “and 
to-morrow I shall tell him that he owes it 
half to your, wonderful nursing.” 

I rarely allowed Eivaux to be long alone, 
for I feared that he would brood over his 
condition if left much in solitude. Now, 
as I entered his room again, he cried, with 
a joyful accent that thrilled me, -“It is 
you, Eegina? I am so glad always when 
you come back.” 

- I could not keep back for a moment the 
happy news. I threw myself on my knees 
beside his chair, and seizing his hands, I 
cried: 

“ Louis, O Louis! you are going to have 
your eyes again—you are going to sec. Do 
you hear? The doctor says it.” 

“Thank God T’ Eivanx murmured; and 
then— 

O, what was it, all this joy, this thank¬ 
fulness, this bliss? .'Who knows the limit 
of his capacity for either grief or happi¬ 
ness? A moment before I had felt that, 
Eivaux’s sight restored, I asked no more; 
but now, lying oii .my husband’s breast, 
close, close within his arms—listening not 
to gratitude, not to admiration, but to Ime, 
love for me myself, my beauty, its loss or 
presence alike forgotten—I tasted heaven. 

It was the eyes of the artist, I knew, not 
of the husband, that lighted so when the 
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bandages removed from his eyes, Louis 
JUraux beheid me, to his surprise as well 
as delight, as fair as ever, and 1: did not 
tremble. He. had .learned to lovetne when 
he thought my beauty gone forever; and if, 
as the years go by, imy. portrait, which 
Eivaux has restored; and which now hangs 


upon our chamber wall, shall suggest to 
me change and fading bloom in myself, I 
shall not fear lest Rivanx' see it, too, and 
Jove me less, for his love is that which is 
from within to within^ the love which 
knows no possibility of unloving. 
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MY PHANTOM. 

BY MISS AMANDA M. IIAI.K. 


How like gold the sunshine lies on the 
leaves, how delieionsly cool and dark are the 
•shadows under the towering, century-old 
oaks, how lovely is the turf of the park—soft 
as velvet, green as emerald 1 This park is iny 
pride. It dips into gieen dewy hollows or 
rises in scenery knolls, and so with many 
coiiuettish undulations sweeps onto the shin¬ 
ing river that winds through the valley. The 
valley is renowned far and wide for its beauty, 
ami tile stream bears upon its .silver tliread a 
handful of the sweetest villages iu Euglaiid. 

Close to tire liouses are pastures glowing 
witli flowers; iny rliododendrons are a blaze 
of beauty, tlie noon air is rich with odors. 

The mansion house too is beautifui. I 


tiiink it is just such a house iis poetie ro¬ 
mance-loving souls delight in; wide and lofty, 
with sp.acious echoing lialls; and ample stair¬ 
cases, and yet witli cosy fireside nooks, and 
pleasantness and sunsliine tlirougliout it; 
crowdcii too witli wliat pleases tlie senses and 
satisfies the artistic perception. I liave ran¬ 
sacked the continent for pietures and statuary, 
and not a bit of canv.as or marble is tliere tliat 
wouiii not do credit to a connoisseur. A'cry 
deal' are tliey to Elise, for tlicy were gathered 
mostiy during our bridal tour, and are full of 
cliaruted tneinorles. This cameo from Naples 
recalls moonllgliV sails upon her beautiful 
bay; tliat mosaic reminds me of Florence and 
Iier galleries of wonders; yonder fret-work of 
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Elruscrtii gold spoaks of the city of tlio gondo¬ 
las, and begets sweet reinenibrances of her 
strange fairy beauty. And so to tlic end. 

If you should step into the stables you 
would exclaim against the luxury of the day. 
Sultan and Mahmoud fare belter than many 
a man In this most Christian land. Klise's 
lovely Arabian is petted like a princess. 

Wliy not? I like to spend. Why should I 
hoard It up? There is no boy or girl to per¬ 
petuate my name, and inherit my fortune. 
Wliy not Iliug my money to the winds? ’TIs 
a small pleasure, and 1 have few. You smile 
at that. My friend, Charlie Trafford, has just 
parted from me after a week’s visit. 

The lad has a genial, pleasure-loving nature, 
and I tldhk he was bewitclied by the beauty 
lavished all about. Leaning upon the gate 
by the lodge and looking over my magnificent 
domain, he .''aid: 

“ What a liappy fellow you must be, Bryan 

“ Happy! Me Iiappy!” 

Such bitter Ibouglits surged up at the 
words. Charlie stared at me. 

“What an incomprehensible you are!" ho 
said, half-Impatienlly. “ If you can’t be hap¬ 
py here you couldn’t be in paradise!” 

“I dare say I couldn’t. But no matter, 
I’m not likely to got there.” 

“ Not unless you slough ofi* some of your 
cynicism,” said Cliaiiic, looking back at ino 
laughing, as he vaulted into the saddle, and 
rode oft’gayly. 

It was a pretty sight—youtli, beauty and 
vivid life, but it gave me no pleasure. Be¬ 
cause that face reminded me of another white, 
dead face, whicli had looked up at me from 
the burning sands of a torrid land, because 
those eyes wore like his eyes in pathos and 
teudoriiess, because every look and gesture 
recalls lilm—gives distinctness to the phantom 
wliicli dogs me forever. 

My nerves were quivering and my brain 
was hot as I went back to Elise. I was long¬ 
ing for her cool hands on my head, and yet 1 
was fool enough to scare her away. She 
came to meet ino, her blue eyes tender and 
smiling. 

“So Charlie is gone!” 

“Yes!” 

Something touched me on the shoulder. I 
started away with an angry exclamation. 
Poor Elisc crimsoned and the tears rushed to 
her eyes. It was only her little hand, white 
and soft as a lily petal. 

“Ibeg your pardon,” I said, with dogged 
shame; “ 1 thought it was something else.” 


If 1 only could tell her about the phantom. 
But 1 couldn’t. Of course she thought mo 
savage—me—cruel to /ter whom I would lay 
down my life to save her a trilling pain. 

She cruslied back her tears, but she did not 
touch me again—only walked straight by my 
side. When we got to the house I rudely 
took myself away from lier. My mood was 
too .nwful for lier to share it. 

It is not always so. Sometimes I have 
sweet forgetfulness—my memories are all 
drugged, and I bask in the sweetness of her 
love, and am blissfully happy. Ami then the 
phantom comes. He has been hero all the 
days of Charlie’s visit, and now that he is 
gone this ghastly presence stands betvveeu me 
and tlie sunshine—pale, bloody, great gaping 
wounds in breast and side, and he lifts im¬ 
ploring, reproachful eyes to mine, 

I shade my face with my liands, and hero 
in the gloom of my library, while all the light 
and glory of the slimmer are abroad, while 
flowers blossom, and the lark sings to his 
mate, and tlie sky is blue, I live over again 
tiiat bitter past. 

I was a mere youth when I went out to 
India, under a captain’s commission, procured 
for me by that uncle who left mo this lovely 
estate of Enderly. He was a clmrlisli old fel¬ 
low, soured and hardened perhaps in early 
life, and his nephew was jiot likely to gain 
many friends on accountof hisiutcrcst. But 
I had my share of pride and I asked no 
favors of my superiors. I worked hard and 
did my duty, and gradually got the reputa¬ 
tion of being a shy odd sort of a man, but 
one who could be depended upon. 

It was a matter of amazement to me when 
General Bretton began to urge me to come to 
his house. 

“ My daughter w'ants to sec the man who 
bore himself so bravely during the rebellion,” 
said he, smiling. “So don’t fight shy of us, 
captain, Eliso is a good girl, and the society of 
good girls is the right thing for young men.” 

1 know I colored as 1 made my awkward 
thanks. What if 1 had told him that ever 
since she came out to India, Ellse Bretton had 
been my idol, daily contemplated and 
worshipped in ,secret? I fancy the general 
would have shrugged his sliouUlcrs, lifted his 
eyebrows and intimated calmly that I was 
mad. For the Brettoiis were an old family, 
and the bluest blood of the nation ran in 
their veins, while I was simply Bryan Thorpe, 
with my captain’s commission and pay. 

But 1 went up to the general’s house os he 
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bade me, and I came away more the slave of 
Elise than before. After that my passion, 
led by frequent meetings, burned more and 
more fiercely. It was a mighty love—it 
struck its roots deep down in my nature, it 
made a gayer, brigliter man of me. Secretly 
I clierislied liope. Wlien I sSiould rise, wlien 
I got my colonel’s brevet, tlieii I would speak, 

I said to myself. 

Meantime Elise was bewilderingly kind. I 
think slie liked me tlien, poor tiling. If Iliad 
spoken it iiilglit liavo availed. I liave seen 
lier sweat eyes searcli my face, full of pain, 
and love, and doubt. But I held my peace. 
Pride kept mo silent. 

And so two years went on. Lovers oamo 
to her and were sent .away. I exulted in the 
certainty that there was no one who could 
take her from mo. And soon light shone. 
The general told mo ho had rccoinmonded me 
for promotion. 

It w.as while wewerow.aitingforiiews from 
England that Alick Tiafford came out, a new- 
pledged eaptain; gallant, and handsome, and 
lovable, not profound, or wise, or great. A 
man to like, I thought, but not a man to fear. 

Alick wont into my old regiment and some¬ 
how became intiinato with mo. I tliink he 
souglit it. Ilis siinshiiiy temperament liked 
to play over my more sonibre natiiro. In all 
my life no man ever got into my heart like 
Alick. lie was like a woman in his 
wiusomoncss. 

Wo used to talk of Elise. lie knew how 
proroiiiidly I admired licr, but ho never 
guessed my love. One day putting his ariii 
around my neck in a girlisli, caressing way 
ho had, and looking up at me with his gentle 
blue eyes he said: 

“ You are in the doldriitns, Bryan. Y'ou 
often .are. You should marry. A sweet wife 
would scare away tlieso moods.” 

“ I dare say,” I said, dryly. “ Which of the 
sallow-faced, torpid women we know would 
you suggest?” 

“Not your washerwoman or your cook,” 
said Alick, laiigliing. Then witli licsitation 
ho added, “ 1 know of only one woman who 
is wurtliy.” 

“And who may that be?” I asked, throw¬ 
ing aw.ay my cigar and looking him in the face. 

Alick blushed rosy red and stammered out: 

“ You must know. Elise Bretton ofcoiirse.” 

I laughed out, a sharp, hard, scornful laugh. 
What demon inspired me I know not. Alick 
started, looked pained. lie tliought I scorned 
her—lier—my pearl, my angel! 


“ Thorpe, you are horribly proud. If Elise 
Bretton is not good enough for you no 
woman on the planet is.” 

“ Wo will not discuss the matter,” I said, 
coldly. 

I could not—I should have betrayed my¬ 
self, and I shrank unutterably from laying 
bare my heart to him. Whatever was there 
Elise should see it first. So there was silence 
between us. If I had told him then all would 
have been well, for Alick was no serpent to 
steal into another man’s place. 

The Sikhs mutinied again. I was sent with 
a body of tliem, who liad been taken prison¬ 
ers, into tlie hill country. I was gone two 
montlis, never seeing Elise all that time. 

When I came back I found a black, sullen 
atmosphere brooding over the town. I knew 
well what it portended. 

“ I hope you have doubled your guard and 
discharged all the natives,” I said, to General 
Bretton. 

“ No!” calmly taking a pinch oT snuT. " I 
place perfect confidence in my faithful 
’natives.” 

“What madness. General Bretton I Not a 
man of them is true.” 

Ho smiled incredulously. 

“At least let me add a company from my 
regiment, enough to hold the devils in hand 
if tlioy attempt revolt. It is horrible to tliink 
of you and your daiigliter being at their 
mercy.’’ 

It was only by persistent urging that I got 
the order—so entire was the general’s 
infatuation. 

I put twenty-five picked men in the guards 
about the general’s house, and I myself slept 
close within call. 

One night—a night hot even for that torrid 
climate, I was wakeful. The evening I had 
spent with Elise, and it had acted upon mo 
like a keen stimulant. Every sense was 
awake. 

Lying with my eyes half open I heard a 
stealthy footfall upon the floor and the next 
minute a dark figure crossed the window. 

I was up in an instant—in three minutes 
was dressed, and armed to the teeth, stepped 
out. 

Tiie darkness was soft and dense, but I 
could make out dim shapes, passing and re¬ 
passing, and erowding up to the door of the 
house. Less experienced senses might have 
taken them for shadows, made by the waving 
palms wliieh grow thick in the yard. But I 
knew tliey were Sikhs! And I knew too. 
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that my soldiers had been drugged and were 
asleep at their posts! 

No blow had been struck as yet. Was 
there time to act? I glided noiselessly a 
little distance, and then ran with the speed of 
the wind to the nearest barracks. 

I challenged the sentinel, passed in, roused 
the commandant, told the news In five words, 
got fifty men under arms and then crept 
back at their head, silent, swift, eager to 
strike the blow whicli must fall by surprise. 

Just when we were at the gate a curdling, 
dreadful shriek rang out. I sprang erect, 
thrilled to the core. Disguise was useless. 

“ On boys and cut down the human devils.” 

In an Instant the great hall was thronged; 
my brave men and the cowardly assassins 
ihet; sabres flashed, and pistol shots hissed. 
The wretches fell on tlieir knees and hogged 
for mer<jy—they, who spared neither ago, nor 
childhood, nor tender woman. 

I cut my way through the melee and made 
straight for Kliso’s chamber. I li.-id not 
watched her night lamp so long not to know 
where it was. 

As I entered a vile Sikh leaped frmn the 
chamber window. I rushed in. My darling 
lay there on her hod, swooning with terror, 
hut, God he praised, unhurt. 1 caught her in 
my arms and gave her my first warm, eager 
kisses, and then when the rod tides hi“g:in to 
mantle her cheeks, and hersofteyes unclosed, 
I gave her up to her women and went away. 

The mutiny was quelled in half an liour. 
A little later and oceans of blood would have 
flowed. 

Early in the forenoon General IJrctton sent 
for me to his house. When I got there he 
could only wring my liand and say in a 
smothered voice: 

“Yon have saved us all. Colonel Thorpe. 
God bless youl” 

At last, a little calmer, he said: 

“Elise wants you. Go in there.” 

I trembled from head to foot when I 
entered her presence, and as she stood tlierc 
drooping, smiling through tears, I had liard 
work liot to take licr in my arms and hold 
her there, as I liad done the night before. 
She came up to me and put her hand in 
mine: 

“I am glad to owe you so much, Colonel 
Thorpe. All my life I shall he proud of hav¬ 
ing so brave a man for friend.” 

“ Friend 1 Elise, you mock me I 

She looked at ino, a dawning trouble in her 
eyes. 


^ly reserve melted. A great flood of ten¬ 
derness swept away my doubt. 

“My love—my darling!” I cried, drawing 
her close to my heart. “Do you not know 
that I love you—timt llio word is weak to 
e.'jpress my wild worship?” 

I kissed licr check, her quivering lips, the 
soft bright head. 

A moment she lay in my arms, nestled to 
me, thrilled my heart with a belief that she 
loved me. Then with a sudden sharp cry of 
pain she wrenched herself away. 

“O, letmegol As you pity me go aw.ay. 
O, you must never see me again!” 

A horrible chill fell upon me. 

“ Wliat do you mean ?” I gasped. 

All the color fled from her face. She shook 
like a leaf. 

“I am engaged to Alick Traflbrd!” she 
said, very low. 

A moment I stood like one stunned. Then 
I exclaimed, fiercely: 

“Aliek TraflfordI Do yon love him? Ah, 
my God! Elise, do you love him ?” 

Her hands were crossed upon her heart 
which heaved with suppressed sobs. 

“Aliek! I love him. 1 could not help it. 
He is good!” 

“lie Is a villain!” Isaid,madly. “Hcstolc 
you from me in iny ahsettee. Curse him I A 
thousand times curse him!” 

“ 0 hush,” she cried, a storm of tears 
breaking forth. “ You don’t know what you 
say. Go now, pray. I pity you—hut go— 
go!” 

Will you think mo wild if I say that I knew 
then that she loved me—that while her ten¬ 
der heart felt such aflection for Alick as he 
could win, deep down was the strong passion 
wliieh hound her to me. And I Imd stood by 
like a fool and seen nothing. 1 had been 
silent .'ind let him win her before my eyes. 

I was struck duiiih as the extent of the 
caiamity unfolded before me. 1 submitted to 
he le<l away, I heard Iicr hid me good-hy, 
while the tears sU’eamed from her eyes. I 
went stupidly hack to my quarters, and kept 
saying to myself that my darling was lost to 
me. 

There were orders to ho given regarding 
the late mutiny. Troops were to he sent into 
tlie country for fresh men. 

Alick Traflbrd came in and talked the 
matter over with sliivers and passionate 
exclamations. 

“To tlniik slie should have been in the 
nower of one of those wretches I You know 
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—you have heard about—Eliso and me,” lie 
said, blushiiig like a girl. 

I stared at him stupidly. 

“ It was while you were gone that we came 
to an umlei’Staudiiig,” he continued, “ but we 
have been tending towards it a long time. I 
am glad you know and prize my dear girl as 
she deserves.” 

Ills I My rage almost passed bounds. I 
know I grew deadly white. 

“Good Heaven, Bryan!” he exclaimed; 
“are you ill?” 

Some faint prudence came back. I stag¬ 
gered to a chair. 

“ Yes, I am ill. Last night’s work wm too 
much for me.” 

He pestered me with pity, heggod to know 
what he could do for me, and at last went 
away, hurt at my madness and distressed by 
niy miserable looks. 

I hate to go over those days—to think how 
that love-making went on under my eyes, to 
remember how I was torn by regret, and 
jealousy, and despair. 

At last quite worn out 1 begged a furlough on 
the plea of ill health, and went up among the 
liills for three months. When I came back it 
was all over. She liad been his wife a month. 

A dogged submission was all that was lell 
to me. I know my men M’ondered what ailed 
their colonel. My friends fell off, hurt and 
piqued. And I lived on. Two years went. 
Ellsc had a child in her arms. 

One day stores were needed from Seram- 
1 ,ore—medical stores, for an epidemic had 
broken out. • Expedition was essential. 

Captain Trafforil volunloered to go. 

“ Eive men are all I want,” he said. 

“Yon will go by the road?” 

“ No! I shall cross the jungle.” 

“You had hotter take ten men!” 

Alick laughed. 

“ Because of the tigers? No. I fancy that 
our last hunt did for them. 1 haven’t heard 
of one for six weeks.” 

“ Very well 1 When are you off?” 

“At sundown,” said Alick; and went away 
whistling gayly. He was happy. Y"os. But 
did he know such deep and perfect bliss as I 
should have known ifslie had been my wife? 

I saw him go away, his fine figure and 
manly hearing rousing a keener hate, and 
then I sat down to my letters. The first one 
I opened was from my uncle’s solicitor. The 
old man was dead and had left me Enderley 
and thousands of pounds besides. 

“Too late! too late!” I groaned. Once it 


could have bought for me all I longed for m 
the woild, now it could not bring me an atom 
of pleasure. I wrote to the lawyer to go on 
lotting the estate as 1 should live and die in 
India. 

Later I lounged out into the mess-room, 
A lieutenant came up to me and asked, 
excitedly: 

“Colonel, how many men did Trafibrd 
take?” 

“ Five!” I answered. 

“ Not half enough,” he exclaimed. “ Tlie 
tigers arc Infesting the jungle again. A party 
of these natives have just come in who lost a 
companion by them, and one was seen uilhin 
a inilo of town last night. You’ll oi<l<’r a 
detachment to follow him immediately?” 

“Tush! your fears magnify the danger,” I 
said, tinning away. 

“ But, colonel 1” persisted the man. “’Tis 
the talk of the news-room. If anything hap¬ 
pens you’ll be seriously blamed.” 

I drew myself up haughtily: 

“ I am not in the hahil of consulting my 
inferiors as to my duty. I must wish you 
good-evening, LieutenantIlouglass.” 

I went to my bedroom. It was a hot 
breathless night. The drought and heat had 
driven tlie tigers nearer town, they said. 
Pshaw! Six well-armed men should he com¬ 
petent to protect themselves. And If not—if 
anything did happen Elise would he free— 
and—O, the delirium of joy at the Ihoiigbl— 
she might yet be mine! 

The night wore away. All the dark hours 
I tossed about wakcfully. Morning came at 
l.ast and the sulphurous atmosphere was 
stirred by a light wind. With the dawji I 
was up ami presently I was called out to the 
receil ing-room. 

It was Elise, her child clinging to her hand. 
Her face was pale, her hair (Hshevelled. 

“Colomd Thorpe, what is this 1 hear? 
Those stories of the tigers? I aip frightened 
to death. Has my poor Aliek gone out to be 
murdered by tbose beasts?” 

Her beautiful face was wild with pain. I 
had not seen her for a whole year, aiul never 
in her girlhood had she looked so lovely to 
me as now. 

1 begged her to be calm, I w’ould send a 
strong escort instantly. 

“If they should be too late!” she said, 
wringing her hands. 

A sense of sufibcation ivas upon me. If 
they should bo too late I should have 
murdered him. 
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*‘I will go myself!” I said. I took teu 
men, natives and soldiers, and started. 

A lurid sunrise hung over the town. Some 
malign presenco seemed to he abroad. There 
was sometliing weird and awful in tlie brassy 
sky, ill tlie brown parclied eartli, in tlie liot 
wind wlilcli scorcliod onr faces as it passed. 

Ten miles from town we entered tliejungle. 
Wo went in tlie patli wo know tliey would 
take. An lionr or two passed, no signs of 
them. We were in the lieai’t of tlie dense, 
tangled, almost imp.issablo copse. 

Tlie cowardly natives fell into tlie rear, 
rresently a man wlio rode a little aliead, 
turned and c.ame back swiftly, sliuddering. 

“ I saw marks of a struggle and blood on 
tlie buslies and tlie ground,” lie said. 

After tliat we kept close togethei-. Wild 
tlionglits began to surge in my mind, tanta¬ 
lizing visions wliieli sliiit out all remorse. 

Presently wo lieard a low ominous growl. 
Every eye was on llie alert, every pistol 
cocked, every salire in liand. A few more 
awful minutes passed, wlien suddenly tlie 
man at my side drew rein. I followed ids 
eye and saw from tlie midst of a tliicket two 
fierce flaming eyeballs glaring upon us. In 
a single breath the wliole cavalcade was 
motionless. 

“Aim low!” I said, steadily. “ Two fire at 
a time—as we stand. Keep cool!” 

Tliere was no cowardice, no shrinking now. 
Fight or die was the word. 

“Now, fire!” 

Instantly two pistols blazed, and a howl of 
rage and pain broke fiom the thicket. Two 
more shots crashed through tlie air and 
missed, for just as the trigger was drawn the 
brute leaped from the thicket and fastened 
upon the nearest horse, just nilssliigthe man. 
Down went all three with yells and sln ieks 
info the dust. 

“ Fire, every man!” I shouted. 

They had not waited for the order, hut 
poured in bullet after bullet, and in a minute 
the tiger relaxed his hold upon poor Dick, 
and rolled over and over in agony, leaping 
high into the air at last and falling dead in 
the midst of the troop. 

We took up the soldier, stanched the blood, 
found a few severe flesh wounds were the 
extent of injury. 

“Keep up good cour.ago, Dick!” I said. 
“ We’ll have you back to camp in a trice. By 
Jupiter, he was a mighty beast!” 

In the excitement I had forgotten cveiy- 
thing till one of the men exclaimed: 


“ What is that?” 

We listened. Something was lieard like a 
human voice in supplication. 

“ Great God 1 If that should he poor Tiaf- 
ford!” said Lieutenant Douglass. 

The thought struck me cold with horror. 
Slowly, cautiously wc penetrated the jungle 
in the direction of the sound. We had not 
far to go. A weak voice called out to us. We 
turned aside and there he lay. 

“ O, I am so glad you liave come. You 
cannot save my life but you can take me hack 
home and bury me quietly. FoorElisc! She 
can kiss me once more. You must not lot 
her see my wounds.” 

The men sobbed aloud, and 1 knelt down 
by him, and hid my face in my hands. 1 
could not bear to sec the ghastly rents in the 
handsome form, to see his red life-blood 
flowing away. 

“ Don’t grieve!” he said, faintly. “If the 
two native men hadn't deserted us wc shduld 
have pulled through. The other poor fellows 
died quick, but your coming drew the beast 
away from mo. Never mind. One must die 
sometime.” 

A minute or two more and he whispered: 

“ I’m going fast. Tlioiqie, look here!” 

I put my head down close. 

“There has been coldness between us, 
Dryan. I’ve grieved over it, for I always 
have loved you. Lately I’ve thought that 
perhaps—If It h.ad not been for me—you 
might have had Klise for your wife—that per* 
haps you might have made her happier than 
I could. But I loved her and I’ve done my 
best. I never tried to oust you. I didn’t 
know—you never told nie~” 

The words died away, the breath almost 
stopped. 

“Kiss me!” he whispered, painfully, 
kissed him tenderly over and over—I begged 
him to forgive me—I said ho was not to 
blame—it was I, only I. 

I doubt if he heard. The mists of death 
were already veiling his eyes. He was slip¬ 
ping away over the (kirk river and was already 
out of sight of shore. A minute and earthly 
love and sound were all over. The cteriiid 
peace w.as upon him. 

I hasten on. Wc bore him home. I would 
not go to toll Ellse. Should 1 dare to become 
hateful to lier foi ever? Some one else did it. 

Poor chihl! She mourned him truly. 
Within a half year other troubles followed. 
Her father died, then her child. I became 
much to her. 
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A year went by and then I begged her to 
marry mo. My heart was dead to remorse 
then, dead to everything but love. I had 
paid the price—sliould I not have my reward ? 

Elisc consented. She could not do else. 
Slie loved mo. I exulted in that knowledge. 
The day after wo were married she made a 
confession. 

“ You know,” she whispered, “ that I loved 
dear Alick—but, I wombipped you. O Bryan, 
after you told me your love I had a cruel 
struggle. I thought my heart would break. 
But Alick’s happiness was bound np in me. 


and I kept my promise. I did my best to be 
a true wife to him, and he never knew.” 

So my darling was indeed mine. Pretty 
soon I took her home to Endcrley. I had 
lost favor in my regiment and I was rich 
enough to come home. 

Wo have no children. I don’t think Elisc 
misses them, for she has me—and I—I should 
want nothing in life beside her were it not 
for this phantom which dogs my steps, stands 
beside my pillow, sits with me at table, 
poisons my peace, my love, my life. 

0 Alick TraiTord, you are well avenged 1 
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HT SISTER AimABEL. 
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I DOH*T know if all boys love their sisters 
as I loved Annabel; but very sure I am 
that few have such a sister. She was my 
twin sister, and all iny life I had never been 
separated from her. 

I had been a cripple from my birth, and 
so weak and delicate that the fatigue of 
moving about on crutches was often more 
tban i could bear; day after day I lay on a 
couch, worn out by pain and suffering, and 
Annabel tended and cared for me. I 
wearied sometimes of books and other 
things provided me with which to while 
away the painful tedious hours, but never 
of her—never of the tender kisses she 
pressed upon my burning forehead—^never 
of the melodies she sang—^never of the 
stories she told. Very beautifnl and bonnie 
was she. I liked to watch her as she t^ked 
—liked to listen to the gentle voice, to see 
the shifting lights and shadows upon the 
lovely face, the glorious eyes grow lumin¬ 
ous with earnest feeling. 

It was a quiet place in which we lived. 
There were the rector and the curate, the 
doctor and the lawyer, and the usual sprink¬ 
ling of‘tradespeople, of ladies of uncertain 
age and small certain incomes, of bachelors 
and spinsters, of widows and widowers, 
which usually make up the population of a 
small country town. 

About a mile outside the town, standing 
far back from the road in its own grounds, 
waslieighPlace—ourhome. Justopposite 
was Heron Vale, the residence of "Urs. 
Heron, a “widow lady. About two miles 
distant was Melbourne Court, the seat of 
Herd Kiudair. There is no place in. all 
England more beautiful; it is a home fit for 
royalty. Yet his lordship rarely visited it. 

We came of a grand old race, we Western¬ 
ers—a race whose men had never shrunk 
from a daring deed, if the cause was good 
and noble, whose women had been famed 
for their beauty and grace, and honored for 
their goodness and truth. Rich too, and 
given to hospitality, we had been esteemed; 
but that was long ago. It worild only he 
wearisome were I to tell how it came to pass 
that every succeeding generation of the 
Westerners grew poorer and poorer, until 


but very little remained to us—^motheK. 
Annabel, and myself—save the name andl 
Leigb Place. 

We were proud of Leigh Place; it had 
been banded down from father to son for 
centuries. A quaint old possession it was, 
with gray turrets pointing skyward; long¬ 
wide corridors with painted windows, 
through which the sunlight glinted and 
glimmered, and cast warm rich shadows; 
spacious lofty rooms with massive, old-f^h- 
ioned furniture; a pleasant terraced garden, 
where peacocks strutted with gaudy out¬ 
spread plumage, and bn'ght-hued fragrant 
flowers blossomed, and birds sang the day 
through, with never-tiring throats, sweet 
songs of gladness. 

I have but a faint recollection of my fa¬ 
ther—of anything concerning him save his- 
death. That I remember perfectly, I re¬ 
member his starting out one bright summer 
morning, when balmy southern breezes 
played amidst his golden hair, and brought 
a soft glow to his cheek; ^so the gay lov¬ 
ing words with which he left us, beingheld 
before him on his horse as he rode down 
the avenue of grand old oaks and syca¬ 
mores. I remember, more distinctly than 
all, the agonized cry that rang through the 
house, just as the shadows of evening were 
gathering, as my mother rushed into the 
hall and flung herself down beside a still 
form which had been tenderly borne in. I 
remember that the blue eyes slowly un¬ 
closed, that the pale lips murmured faintly 
“Poor Mabeland then the lids closed 
again—^forever. Li the full flush and'prom- 
ise of life’s golden summer, with the future- 
spreading fair and smiling before him, full 
of high hopes and aspirations, my father 
had been killed by a fall from Ms horse. 

I have been told that from that day my 
mother became a changed woman—that the 
gracious manner, the winning smiles, all 
died away—that the face grew grave and 
stern, the voice cold and proud; that, re¬ 
jecting all sympathy and withdrawing from 
all society, she devoted herself exclusively 
to her children—^from all society save that 
of Mrs. Heron of Heron Vale. Mr. Heron 
had been an officer in the army, bad served 
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tor many years in*lndia, and died there 
^rom the effects of a sunstroke. Mrs. Heron 
liad but one child—a son, Hubert—a few 
years older than Annabel and I. Some 
^similarityin their circumstances, it might 
have been, drew the two women together; 
certain it is that the friendship subsisting 
between Mrs. Heron and my mother was 
•deep and lasting. 

Seeing the love we bore each other, my 
mother did not send Annabel away, as site 
might otherwise have done, bat provided 
lier with a governess at home. As for my¬ 
self,.the curate came.and instructed me in 
what it was considered essential that I 
should learn. I, the poor cripple, was not 
likely to require any vast amount of book- 
lore. So the years passed on—happy ones 
they were—years in which care and sorrow 
were to us but empty words—till Annabel 
and I were seventeen; then the governess 
was sent away, and the curate’s visits-^iu 
bis capacity of teacher—to Leigh Place 
ceased. 

1 think if ever I regretted myhelpless- 
•ness, it was then. With time at my disposal, 
free to do as I would, how I longed to ram¬ 
ble with Annabel over the hills and through 
the valleys, amongst pleasant-gemmed 
meadows and deep dense woods! But she 
gave me no time for repining. Every fine 
morning she would have me lifted into a 
low basket-carriage, drawn by a rough 
Shetland pony, and would drive me miles 
and miles—sometimes along dusty hilly 
high roads, in search of a fine view, at other 
times down green shady lanes, beside bab¬ 
bling murmuring waters. All the after- 
310OU long she read or conversed with me; 
an the gloaiblng she sang. I dread to think 
what iny life would have been at that time 
without Annabel. 

Hubert Heron had lefthome then. Much 
to the dismay of his mother, he had chosea 
to adopt his father’s profession. The moth¬ 
er thought, sprro^uily enough, of the pri¬ 
vations and dangers of a soldier’s life; but, 
.seeing that her son’s heart was set upon it, 
she did not attempt to dissuade him from 
it. Very little saw Heron Wale of him. 

He was a noble-looking fellow, tall and 
erect, with sunny hair and bright blue eyes; 
brave aud fearless, as a* soldier should be, 
with a certmu tender chivalry in his bear¬ 
ing towards women which it was pleasant 
to see. Looking upon him, people instinct- 
.ively trusted him. 


About this time the war with Rnsaia 
broke out, and Hubert’s regiment was 
amongst the first ordered away. I will not 
dwell upon the grief which the news caused 
at Heron Vale, Every mother who has 
parted from an only child, uncertain if ever 
again beholding him, can imagine it. 

The day came when Hubert Heron bade 
U3 “ farewell” with a voice which he strove 
in vain to render steady, and eyes the dim¬ 
ness of which did no disgrace to his man¬ 
hood—went away with his mother’s kiss 
still warm upon his cheek, his mother’s 
blessing ringing in his ears. 

But something beside his mother’s bless¬ 
ing acconipanied him—a curl of glossy 
golden-brown hair. Before he went he 
sought my mother, told her that he loved 
Annabel, and b^ged herto give him hope 
to take with him that, if he lived to return, 
she should be his wife. Annabel wascalled 
in—the sweet blushing face told its own- 
story. Hubert’s character was everything 
that could be desired. He was sufficiently 
rich. There was no just reason why my 
mother should withhold her consent; so 
Hubert Heron went away with the hope 
which was as dear as life to him. 

Annabel’s face may have been, a trifie less 
bright and her smile not quite so ready for 
a time, but she bore Hubert’s departure 
well. She was onlyseventeen, and hope is’ 
very strong in a w'oman’s heart at that age. 

CHAPTER-it 

When autumn came round with its 
brown golden glory, we had received but 
three letters from Hubert Heron—only 
three—but ^hey had been read and read* 
again as never were letters before. We 
started out one fine s unn y morning, Anna¬ 
bel and I, for a drive. 

“ Let it be a long one,” I cried. “ There 
will be few more days like this.” 

It was, indeed a lovely day—the remem¬ 
brance of it returns to me vividly even now# 
In fancy I see the broad road, with great 
old trees on either side, hedges in which 
the late dog-roses and woodbine yetlln- 
gered, the little carriage with its shaggy 
pony and blithe bonnie driver. A fair pic¬ 
ture was the latter for a brother’s eye to 
rest upon, in her simple print dress with its 
dainty frillings, her jaunty blue sailor jack¬ 
et, her broad-brimmed hat crowning her 
golden-brown hair with coquettish grace, • 
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I like to recall it—to think of the, lovely 
face as it looked then before sorrow had 
clouded its brightness—to remember how 
like two careless happy children we were. 

“I think the brightness of the morning 
"has infected our spirits,” said Annabel. 
“ "Wynter, will you hold the reins ? I must 
have some of those lovely roses.” 

I laughed a pleased laugh as she sprang 
from the carriage and climbed the steep 
bank.for the flowers. 

“I should like to make a picture of you, 
Annabel. I would call it ‘ Queen of the 
Morning,* ** I cried, 

“You saucy Wynter! O, isn’t that too 
bad!” 

A capricious envious breeze had swept 
up the road, lifting the roses far beyond 
lier reach. I sat enjoying her efforts to re¬ 
gain them, admiring the rich color which 
the exercise brought to her cheeks, the 
pretty pout which rested on her lips. 

“ Isn’t it a shame I” she cried. “ But I 
vriU not be defeated T’ 

As she spoke she sprang, and made a 
clutch at the coveted spray. A cry of 
alarm burst from my lips as. 1 saw her at¬ 
tempt to regain her footing and then fall 
heavily down the bank. She lay for a mo¬ 
ment without speaking^ from her face and 
Ups every trace of color had fled; but for 
her wide-open eyes I should have thought 
she had fainted. In my terror I knew not 
what to do, for I was unable to alight from 
the carriage unassisted. 

“Wynter,” she said, speaking sharply, 
and in evident pain, “I have sprained my 
ankle. I cannot get to the carriage without 
assistance, and you cannot help me. Are 
you brave enough to drive on until you meet 
with somebody who will come to me ?” 

I did not like the idea, but we were far 
away from home, and something must be 
done. 

“And leave you here by the roadside, 
and in pain? "Will that be well?” 

I can think of no other plan, "Wynter. 
You will surely meet with some one soon.” 

Looking about me with anxious eager 
eyes, I espied a gentleman in a field some 
Uttle distance off. Little mattered it to me 
who he was, so that help could be obtained. 
In a few minutes I was within speaking 
distance. I waited for no ceremonious 
greeting; the thought of Annabeiin pain 
a&d alone made me utterly foigetful of 
politeness. 


“ Please come to my^eister,” I shouted, 
“She has fallen down a bank and hurt, 
her foot.” 

The gentleman came leisurely toward the- 
hedge that bounded the field—a fine tall 
man he was, with dark hair and eyes, and 
proud grave face; his age was apparently^ 
about forty. There was amusement as well 
as surprise in the look with which he re¬ 
garded me. 

“Whydid you not help her yourself?”" 
he demanded, coolly. 

“I am a cripple,” I cried, indignantly; 
“I cannot move without help, or I should 
not have left her alone on the roadside.” 

“ I beg yon will pardon me,” he returned, 
voice and manner alike undergoing 
marked change; “ I was not aware of that- 
I .will be with you directly.” 

He walked rapidly towards the gate, and 
in a few minutes was seated beside me, 
driving to Annabel. Very wan and white 
looked her face when we came up to her, 
but the rich color mounted to her brow as- 
she met the dark eyes of the gentleman 
fixed admiringly upon her. 

“ I fear we must appear very rude,” she 
said; “ but I have fallen down the bank and 
sprained my ankle, and am unable to move 
without help. My brother is lame, and 
cannot come to me; if you would kindly 
assist me to the carriage, I could manage 
nicely.” 

I could not but admire the gentle delicate 
way in which he assisted her; she was soon 
seated comfortably beside me, the injured 
foot resting on a cushion. I experienced a. 
thrill of pride as I saw how admiringly his- 
eyes rested upon the sweet bonnie beauty of 
her face—how evidently be was charmed 
with the gracious, highbred manner, with 
which she thanked him. 

“ I should like to know the name of the 
lady whom T have had the happiness of 
serving,” he said. 

“We are Wynter and Annabel Westeme,” 
she replied, “ of Leigh Place.” 

“ I had formerly the pleasure of knowing. 
Mrs. Westerne,” he said; “ I esteem my¬ 
self fortunate in meeting with her children. 
I am Robert, Lord Kindair. I shall be 
anxious to hear of the progress of your foot; 
will you grant me permission to call upon 
you.” 

It was readily given, and with a low bow, 
a courteous “ Good-day,” and a lingering 
glance at Annabel, he left ns? 
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“ Wynter,” said Annabel, giving me a 
littie comical look of dismay, ‘‘ vbat must 
his lordship think of us?” 

Who would have taken that, to be his 
lordshipI retorted. “I did cot even 
know that he was in England.” 

My mother’s alarm was great upon hear* 
ing of our adventure, and strict injunctions 
were laid upon us never again tp drive out 
unattended. Annabel’s ankle was much 
hurt, and threatened to confine her to the 
house for some days. I had feared my 
mother’s displeasure when she should learn 
of the j>ermission given Lord Kindair to 
visit Iieigh Place, and was agreeably sur¬ 
prised to hear her say: 

“ I remember him well; I used to admire 
him greatly. I shall b'> pleased to be 
enabled to thank him for the service he has 
rendered Annabel.” 

The next day he came. If we had been 
ple^d with him on the previous day, the 
pleasure was increased upon closer acquain¬ 
tance. He readily accepted my mother’s 
invitation to remain a guest at Leigh Place 
for the day, and we could not hut be 
charmed with the courtly grace, the easy 
quiet manner with which he adapted him¬ 
self to our simple ways. 

I soon discovered I had never met with 
a man more agreeable or more thoroughly 
accomplished. He read to u&, and the 
words gathered new meaning from his ren¬ 
dering; he told us of foreign lands, and 
dwelt on their beauties until I longed to 
see them for myself; he sang well, and 
played with a master hand. I was delight¬ 
ed —I thought it the pleasantest day I had ' 
ever spent. 

“Annabel,” I cried, when he had gone, 
“ hut for your pain I should esteem our 
yesterday’s adventure most fortunate. I 
have never seen a man I admire as much as 
I do XiOrd Kindair.” 

After that day Lord Bandair came fre¬ 
quently to Leigh Place, and I could plain¬ 
ly see how agreeable to my mother were 
his visits. His lordship’s departure from 
Melbourne Court was postponed again and 
again. Winter’s snow lay thick and deep 
upon the ground, and frost had decked 
the bare trees and leafiess hedges with 
its fairy fretwork when at last he went 
away. 

Meanwhile nothing more had been heard 
of Hubert Heron. Care and anxiety were 


malang Mrs. Heron’s handsome face look 
pale and worn—the sadness of its expres¬ 
sion was pitiful to see; and Annabel’s eyes 
wore a look of wistfulness in their depths 
altogether new to them. Papers were 
eagerly searched for news concerning Hu¬ 
bert, but searched in vain. Annabel had 
always been held in high favor at Heron 
Vale, and in these days Mrs. Heron clang 
to her more than ever—the brave hopeful 
heart, which would not give way to despair, 
comforted and upheld her. 

I often wondered then if Lord Kindair 
had any idea of the understanding existing 
between Annabel and Hubert; I hav6 
known since that he had not—that he sup¬ 
posed the interest we felt in him was what' 
we should have shown for any old and in¬ 
timate friend whose mother we loved as we 
did;Mrs, Heron. 

Lord Kindair had gone away and Christ¬ 
mas had come when we heard tidings of 
Hubert Heron. 

We had been spending the day with Mrs. 
Heron—my mother, Annabel, and I-^and 
had gathered round the fire cosily in the 
dusk of the winter evening, when some let¬ 
ters were brought in. 

One quick glance, and Mrs. Heron -per¬ 
ceived that one bore a foreign postmark,and 
that the handwriting was thafof a stranger. 
I pray Heaven I may never again hear a 
scream such as burst from her lips as she 
hastily scanned the contents; the remem¬ 
brance lingers with me even to this day; it 
was the cry of the widow bereft of her sole 
remaining tie to earth—her only son —for 
the letter told that Hubert was dead. He 
had died gloriously, bravely, as a soldier 
should die, cut down upon a far-off battle¬ 
field while leading on his men valiantly in 
a desperate encounter, 

1 think from that hour the mother’s heart 
died within her; certain it is that she rapid¬ 
ly sank, and when the primroses and cow¬ 
slips were decking the meadows, and spring 
was come, we laid her to rest. 

And Annabel? Kever a complaint ut¬ 
tered she; resolutely putting aside her own 
sorrow, she tended and ministered to Mrs. 
Heron. Though my sister’s face was pale 
and her eyes sad and heavy, shemurmuied 
not. It was her hand which smoothed the 
dying woman’s pillow, her voice which 
whispered in the falling ear sweet words of 
hope and promise, r 
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We were quiet then, with the hushed 
quietness that falls upon a house when its 
inmates have shared together some trying 
calamity. 

I have said before that my mother cher¬ 
ished a warm attachment for Mre. Heron, 
and I am sure she deeply mourned her 
death; but it always seemed to me that she 
entirely failed' to understand how much 
Hubert’s loSs affected Annabel—failed to 
perceive how grave now were the tones 
which were once so joyous, how shadowed 
the face which was once so bright and 
s^kling. 

He months wore on. Summer had 
p^ed, with its ffowers; out in the orchards 
ahd fields men gathered the ripe luscious 
ffhlt'artd garnered’inthe golden grain; and 
then canto Lord Kindair. 

More constant than before became his 
visits, more gladly than ever did we wel- 
comie th'ern.' He expressed polite regrets 
when informed of the death of Mrs. Heron 
and Hubert ; he bad known but very little 
of them, and consequently ceuld not be ex¬ 
pected to evince any great feeling at this 
communication. 


CHAPTER m. 

We were sitting alone, Annabel and I, in 
the fast deepening gloom of an autumn twi¬ 
light, with no other light than that of the 
fire. My mother had been called from the 
room more than an hour before, and we 
decided that the lamps should not be lit 
until her return. We were beginning to 
wonder what kept her so long, when she 
came in; by the light of the fire I perceived 
the expression of pleased excitement which 
her features wore. 

“ I have had a visitor,” she said, coming 
up to us, and sitting down beside Annabel. 
“ It was Lord Kiudair,” she added, in reply 
to our questioning glances. “ His visit was 
expressly to me, and the object of it has 
pleased and gratified me more than I can 
say.” 

It was most unusual for his lordship to 
pay short unceremonious visits to Leigh 
Place, arid to take his departure without 
seeing ns. I am sure my face must have 
fefiected the surprise I saw plainly depicted 
on Annabel’s. 

“ Lord Kindair sought me this aftei^ 


noon,” said my mother, softly, “ to tell me 
of hie love for you, and of his great desire 
to make you his wife. Annabel, I promised 
his lordship that I would ascertain for him 
if he may hope to win yon. When he comes 
to-morrow for his answer, what shall 1 tell 
him ? Shall I say ‘ yes ?’ ” 

By the dim light I could see that Anna¬ 
bel’s face was of a deathly whiteness and 
pallor. 

“Mamma,” she said, “I cannot; you 
forget Hubert.” 

Her voice was hoarse and unsteady. I 
had never heard that name from her lips 
since that sad winter day. 

“ Not at all, Annabel. Esteeming him as 
I did, that would be impossible; but that 
has nothing whatever to do with the ques¬ 
tion.” 

“ Pardon me, mamma, it has everything 
to do with it. Had’Hubert lived, I should 
have been his wife; I loved him more than 
words can tell. I like and respect Lord 
Kindair, and am sensible of the honor he 
does me; but no other can ever take Hu¬ 
bert’s place in my heart. L)o not ask me 
to marry him, mamma.” 

“But, Annabel,” cried my mother, 
“ surely you will not refuse Lord Kindalt's 
offer? Think; position, wealth, every lux¬ 
ury, the love of a good man are offered you 
—^for the sake of a memory you will never 
cast ail this aside.” 

“I cannot forget Hubert, mamma,” she 
said, tremulously. “ 1 have made no com¬ 
plaint, I have tried not to leave undone any 
duty that I was wont to perform; but none 
the less deep was my love, none the less 
bitter is my sorrow.” 

“ Annabel,” rejoined my mother, impres¬ 
sively laying her hand upon her shoulder, 
“ you and Wynter are all I have to love on 
God’s wide earth. Since that bright sum¬ 
mer day, years ago, which brought me such 
heavy grief, I have lived but for my chil¬ 
dren. Ton know that I, your mother, 
would not seek to counsel you save for your 
good; believe me when I tell you that this 
pain and sorrow will all die out—that they 
are but the dreamy fancies of a young girl 
—that the time will come when you will 
smile to remember what yeu once deemed 
the ruling passion of your life—that the 
esteem and friendship you entertain for 
Lord Kiudair are a good basis for wedded 
happiness.” 
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“ Do not urge me, please, mamma,” an¬ 
swered she. 

I had kept silence until now, but I eould 
not withstand the ciy which burst with a 
convulsive sob from ^nabel. 

“Mother,” I said, “ what is Lord En- 
dair’s wealth, and position to us M Annabel 
eannot love him? They are less than 
nothing.” 

“■Wynter,” she eaelaimed, passionately, 
“you.know nothing of what you are talk¬ 
ing about. Such an offer as this of Lord 
Endair’s does not fair to a portionless 
girl tvrice iu her life.” 

She rose and paced up and down the 
room. The firelight fell upon her. A 
handsome stately woman she was still— 
one'to command admiration. My glance 
followed her as she walked backwards and 
forwards in quick agitated fashion, and 
took in the moved expression of her f aee, 
the restless excitement jjervading her man¬ 
ner. I was at a loss to understand it. A 
proud woman I had always known her to 
be—^proud' of her name, proud of Leigh 
Place—^but this eager intense desire to in¬ 
fluence Annabel to marry for the sake of 
wealth exhibited to me a new phase in her 
charaeteri 

“Annabel,” she exclaimed, abruptly, 
stopping before her, “ I am a proud wo¬ 
man. I have never asked a favor in my 
life, but I ask this of you. Let the an¬ 
swer I give Lord Endair be favorable.” 

There was no reply from Annabel, no 
reply save that of sobs. 

“ Listen to me,” continued my mother. 
“Let me tell you why I plead. Leigh 
Place is mortgaged—was mortgaged at 
your father’s death, to pay outstanding 
debts—and now the money is called in. I 
have six months in which to pay it. It is 
impossible for me to meet the demand; I 
have found it extremely difficult to provide 
the interest. Lord Kindair, knowing this, 
has offered, in the kindest,' most delicate 
manner to assist me if I will use my in¬ 
fluence with you on his behalf.” 

Still no reply from Annabel. The fitful 
gleams of firelight played on tightly clench¬ 
ed hands, on a white scared face, but there 
was no reply. 

“Annabel,” resumed my mother, " it is 
for Wynteps sake I urge it. How can I 
bear to take my poor sickly boy from his 
home ? Me would pine and die away 
from—” 


“Not for me, Annabel,” I interrupted, 
vehemently—" not formy sake T’ 

She came to me then. She knelt beside 
me and pressed hot kisses on-my brow and 
cheek. 

“ There is nothing I would not do for 
yon,” she cried; passionately. “ The world 
holds nothing for me half so dear as you, 
my poor brother!” She arose then and 
walked to my mother. “ I did not know 
that Leigh Place was mortgaged,” she 
said. “Give me till morning to think, 
Toil shall have my answer then.” 'With¬ 
out waiting for my mothePs words of 
thanks, she went to her own room. 

No words can tell how wreitehed I was- 
that whole evening—how through the long 
■weary hours of the night I tossed, restless 
and miserable, upon my bed—how bitterly 
I murmured and rebelled that I -was not as 
other men, able to fight my way, to make 
a name in the world, but must remain ever 
a useless clod, a heavy burden to those ! 
loved. I shrank from quitting Leigh Place; 
yet I hated the thought of Annabel’s mar¬ 
rying Lord Endair against her wish. 
Morning found me feverish and exhausted; 
I was unable to leave my room. My mother 
. came to me, but the daylight faded and I 
had seen nothing of Annabel. Then I 
longed to be do-wn stairs, for I heard Lord 
Endair’s voice in the hall. The minutes 
l^ged tediously; the day was cold and 
cheerless; through the branches of the 
trees outside the wind went moaning with 
a dreary mournful sound, the rain pattered 
dismally against my window. By-and-by I 
heard Annabel’s step. 

“Have you missed me to-day, 'Wynter?” 
she said, as she came towards me. 

I took the outstretched hands and drew 
down the dear face for a kiss. 

“ Sorely, Annabel,” I replied. 

“Poor fellow?’ she said, tenderly. 
“ But, dear, I have been very busy—very 

much engaged with my own thoughts_ 

looking my future steadily in the face- 
thinking how thankful I should be that it 
is in my power to benefit mamma and you 
—^you who have done so much for me. 
You see, dear,” the clear young voice went 
on, “when mamma first spoke, her words 
took me by surprise, and I replied as I 
should not have done.” 

O faithful loving heart I O brave -unsel¬ 
fish words, which no endeavor could ren¬ 
der steady I 
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“Lord Kindair is belowy Annabel.” 

“Yesj dear; he has been there some 
time. What a* noble, fehoaghtful man he 
is, Wynterl I cannot understand how he 
came to love me.” 

• “ He may well be proud of loving you, 
Annabel,” I said, looking into the beauti¬ 
ful face admiringly. 

“You dear partial Wynterl When I said 
to him that I did not love him so much as 
he would perhaps desire, and .that my ig¬ 
norance and inexperience must at some 
time pain and disappoint him, he told me 
with such a kind pleasant smile how more 
than willing he was to risk his happiness. 
1 am telling you. this, dear, knowing that 
you wo\ild like to hear it. And, Wynter,” 
she continued, with a little eager flutter in 
her voice, “he says that when 1 am his 
wife he will t^rke me abroad, and that you 
shall accompany us. Think of the pleas¬ 
ure of it. We shall see the places we have 
so loved to talk and dream about—see 
them together.” She was kneeling before 
me then, looking into my face with eager 
searching gaze. “ Better than all, Wyn¬ 
ter,” she went on, speaking her words 
slowly, and narrowly watching their effect, 
“ he has spoken of the skill of some Ger¬ 
man doctor—Hof the-hopehe entertains that 
you may be partially cured of your infirm¬ 
ity. Fancy, dear, standing in one of those 
quaint old towns by the swift-flowing 
Khine, and gradually acquiring the power 
of walking at will I” 

Heaven forgive me if it was wrong! I 
could not repress a.n. eager outcry of joy. 
AJl my life long I had so prayed fob health 
and strength—rso envied the poorest, most 
ignorant laborer, who, rich in the use of 
his limbs, was free to go whither his fancy 
led. The listening ears caught the cry— 
the watchful eyes read the, gladness of my 
face. 

“ Wont it be delightful, 'Wynter?” 

“Notunless you are happy, Annabel,” 
I cried, passionately. “ I am not so utter¬ 
ly selfish,” ^ 

“I cannotiail to be happy, Wynter.” 

She was quiet then, and I did not at¬ 
tempt to break the silence. She sat on a 
low cushion at my feet, her bauds resting 
on her knees, and, watching her, I thought 
that, of all the ladies of the house of Kin¬ 
dair, she would be the loveliest. 

- ‘! You are quiet, Wynter,” she said, sud¬ 
denly rousing herself. 


“lam thinking, Annabel—thinking of 
the old days when we were children. I 
was calling to mind, too, the stories you 
recited to me in. those days, Annabel— 
beautiful stories they were; many a time 
they soothed me as nothing else could 
have done.” 

Her hand sought mine now with a gen¬ 
tle caressing gesture. 

“ Thinking of them—of the love that 
dictated them—suggested to me one I 
should like to tell you. I am a poor story¬ 
teller, you know, Annabel; but may I 
try?” 

“ Please, Wynter.” 

“Well, ‘once upon a time’—I must 
commence properly, you know—there lived 
a twin brother and sister—^like you and 
me, dear—who loved each other very dear¬ 
ly. The girl was fair of face and brave of 
spirit; the boy, sickly, and crippled, and 
weak-hearted. All his life long had he 
depended upon his sister—upon her loving 
care, her gentle guidance. Many a time 
would he have utterly fainted on his life’s 
journey but for her comforting hopeful 
words. There was no act of kindness too 
great for her to perform—no sorrow of his 
which she did not soothe—no joy in which 
she did not rejoice. It sometimes seemed 
to him as though the whole aim of her life 
was his happiness, and in no way could he 
repay her. A heavy sorrow befell her, but 
she bore it bravely and well. Her mother 
saw no duty neglected, her brother missed 
not one of those loving attentions which, 
were so sweet to him; sorrow appeared to 
perfect and beautify a character which had 
been before almost faultless; and, watch¬ 
ing aud admiring, the brother forgot to 
pity. No words could do her justice, no 
words could express how much he loved 
her. Morning and evening his thought 
was of her, his prayer that at some time 
some act of his might give her happiness. 
But his hopes and prayers seemed always 
vain—still he remained a burden, still a—” 

“ Hush, hush, "Wynterl You pain me— 
you were never that.” 

She was standing now, bending over me, 
tears raining down the sweet face. 

“ Still a—still a— Annabel, you have 
disturbed the flow of my ideas* Imust 
conclude on some future occasion.” 

“ Wynter,” she said, “ I must leavq you 
now. Mamma will wonder what is keep¬ 
ing me so long.” 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



Spare jne a few minutes more. Sing 
me a liule; song before .you go.” 

to-night, Wynter-T^iot to-night,” 

Butl^ still held her hand in a lingering 
dasp, 

“Annabel,” I whispered, “ look at me, 
and tell me, will you be happy in this 
marriage?” 

The clear luminous light of her eyes was 
turned full upon me.. 

“Wynter,” she said, “ none can OTcr he 
to me what Hubert was. Let this content 
yon—^not even for your sake would I many 
Lord Kindair did I not like and respect 
him.” 


CHAPTER rv. 

Losb Kxndaib was no laggard in his 
wooing. “ I am not so young that I can 
aSord to wait for an indefinite length of 
time,” he said. “When spring comes, 
let me give Melbourne Court its mistress.” 
And 80 it was decided, and preparations 
were at once commenced. . I was satisfied 
to know that Annabel wotild be at least 
content,, and, perceiving the passionate 
love which Lord Xindair bad for her, I 
was fain to believe that happiness would 
surely follow. There was no wish of hers 
hut was anticipated, no taste but was stud- 
ied and gratified. A harder heart than 
AnnabePs would have been grateful for 
such devotion. There was no need to 
question my mother^s happiness j every 
wish of her heart was satisfied. Leigh 
Place would still be the home of the West- 
ernes—Annabel would be Lady Xindair. 

April came, with its sunshine and show¬ 
ers. The first of May was the day appoint¬ 
ed for the wedding. “ May weddings are 
proverbially unlucky,” Lord Xindair had 
said; “hut ours shall prove that the old 
ad^e does not always hold true.” 

I think Annabel and I grew more dear 
than ever to each other in those days—if 
that was possible. Lord Xindair was not 
selfish in his love; he did not seek to de¬ 
prive me of my sister’s society. As much 
now as in the old days, when he had no 
claim upon her, was she my companion. 

One inoming, tempted by the so*t balmy 
air, Annabel bad me wheeled in my Bath 
chair out into the grounds of Leigh Place. 
We were alone that day, for my mother 
had accompanied Lord Ellndair to a neigh¬ 
boring town in order to complete some ar¬ 


rangements, and w^ not expected back 
until evening. ; Annabel had brought a. 
hook with her, and, seating herself on a. 
garden chair, she commenced reading to« 
me. So interested were we in the story 
that we did not notice the sound of steps^ 
along the gravel path until they stopped 
immediately in front of us. As we looked 
up, a scream burst from. Annabel’s lips. 
Standing before us, wan and agitated, wa» 
Hubert Heron I 

In a moment she was in his arms, and he 
was raining passionate kisses upon her 
face. I was rflent; not a sound could X 
utter; it was all so strange, so incompre¬ 
hensible. Had the grave given up its dead, 
or in all the long months had X been 
dreaming when I believed that Hubert 
Herou bad fallen upon that far-ofi Russian 
battle-field ? 

Annabel was the first to recover. She 
freed herself from his clinging arms, and 
sank white and trembling upon the seat, 
covering her face with her hands. I do 
not think Hubert saw me. Down on his 
knees before my sister he fell, and strove 
to take her hands in his. O, it was pitiful 
to hear the loving words which fell from 
his lips—to hear them and know that she 
had no right to listen! 

“Annabel,” he cried, “my honnie love, 
I have frightened you. I should have seat 
you word that I was coming. Annabel, 
why do you turn away? Have you no 
word of welcome ?” 

**\Vyiiter,” said Annabel, gaspingly— 
“ Wyiiter, tell him.” 

“Hubert,’/ I said, “we all thought you 
were dead; an ofQcer of your regiment 
wrote aud told your mother so. I saw the 
letter myself. Annabel bas no right new 
to be listening to your words.” 

He turned to me then, with a puzzled in¬ 
quiring air. 

“But, Wynter,” he cried, “you know 
tliat ail was wrong. I wrote explaining 
how the mistake occurred as soon as I waj? 
able. I had been so terribly wounded that 
for mouths I lay in one of the hospitals of 
Scutari insensible to everything. It was a. 
poor fellow of the same regiment, and a 
similar name—Herbert Heron—who was 
killed—not I. Annabel,” he said, turuiug 
again to her, “Annabel, my love, say that 
you welcome me.” 

“ Hubert,” I said, seeing that she was 
unable to answer him, “ we never had your 
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letter; we have believed you dead, and 
next TOontb Annabel will marry Lord 
Kindair.” 

Never till my dying day shall I forget the 
agoniised look which came into his eyes, 
the cry of anguish which burst from his 
lips. 

“And this is woman’s constancy!” he 
cried; and no words could describe the 
bitter reproach of his voice. “ This is my 
reward after all my sufferings! 1 come 
home and find my mother dead, and the 
woman who had promised to be my wife 
faitliless and nntrueT’ 

I forget what 1 said—forget the words 
that passed’between us. I only know that 
at length he went away. He would not 
■wait to see my mother, would not listen to 
my eager words of explanation. 

^'Annabel might have waited,” he cried, 
in his unreasoning pain. 

All the time Annabel had sat motionless 
as a statue, speaking never a word, her 
Lands covering her face. 

“Annabel,” I said, softly, as the sound 
of his footsteps died away in the distauce. 

The hands were withdrawn then, and I 
was aghast at the sight of the face they 
had hidden. 

“Annabel,” I cried in my alarm, “Anna¬ 
bel, speak to me!” 

“ I am going in,” she said, her voice 
hoarse and constrained; “ I will send some 
one to you.” 

»««««»* 

Late in the afternoon my mother re¬ 
turned, and Lord Kindair accompanied 
her, I h'dd not seen Annabel since the 
morning, and in the lonesome hours I had 
spent, thinking upon her sorrow—sorrow 
too great for words—I had decided upon 
the course I should adopt. In answer to 
their inquiries I said that Annabel had 
been ill, and had kept her room all day. 
This had the effect of despatching my 
mother immediately to ascertain what was 
the matter; and then Lord Kindairandl 
were alone. 

I looked wistfully into the fine noble 
face, and thought of the many kindnesses 
he had shown me—of the earnest goodness 
which characterized him—and 1 shrank 
from the pain I was about to inflict; but 
for his own sake, as much as for Annabel’s, 
lie had to hear what I had to tell, 

“Lord Kindair,” I said, speaking ab- 
ruptly, “ you know what a qneer fanciful 


fellow I am—dreamy, you know, and dif¬ 
ferent from others. Well, I have been 
thinking all daytiiat I should like to tell 
you a story I commenced telling Annabel 
the evening that she came to me with the 
tidings that she had promised to become 
your wife.” 

“Astory, Wynter? Well, tell on.” 

He seated himself beside me, and smiled 
kindly down upon me. 

“There were once a twin brother and 
sister,” I began, with tones that faltered 
and quick-beating heart, “who loved each 
other very dearly. The brother was sickly 
and weak-hearted, and had depended upon 
his sister’s loving care all his life Jong. 
Her brave hopeful words cheered and en- 
couri^ed him, when, but for them, he 
would have been dejected and downcast 
indeed. There was no sorrow which she 
did not soothe by her sympathy—^no joy 
in which, for his sake, she did not rejoice. 
No words could do her justice, no words 
could tell how much her brother loved 
her. Morning and evening his thought 
was of her, his prayer that at some time 
some act of his might give her happiness. 
The story I told Annabel ended there. 
Lord Kindair, hut I have more to tell 
you.” 

He looked at ine with wondering eyes. 

“ Proceed, Wynter,” he said, gravely, 

“ There came a time when, to save her 
mother and brother from becoming exiles 
from the home which had been handed 
down from father to son for generations, 
she consented to become the wife of a man 
to whom she gave her utmost reverence 
and trust, but not her love. That had 
gone from her keeping many a month be¬ 
fore, when a brave young soldier went out 
to Russia. Slie had heard that he died 
there—that he was killed upon the battle¬ 
field—and I know now that to her it must 
have appeared as though all that made life 
pleasant and desirable died with him. But 
she bore her sorrow bravely and well; no 
duty was neglected, no attention she had 
been wont to pay to her brother ceased.” 

I paused and glanced at Lord Kindair, 
hut he did not speak. 

“It was not thought needful to tell the 
new lover this. The wooing went on pros¬ 
perously; all things were ready, even the 
day for the wedding was appointed, when 
suddenly the girl’s old lover appeared be¬ 
fore her.” 
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A low cry broke from Lord Kindair. I 
dreaded to look towards him. 

“It was a painful meeting,” 1 resumed, 
hesitatingly, “The ^brother, who -was 
present, knew then that, althongh she 
might keep her promise and faithfally per¬ 
form every duty, she wonid never be hap¬ 
py now that she knew the man she loved 
was living. Thinking over this, longing 
intently to help her, a golden thought 
came to him. Belying upon the noble 
generosity of the man to whom his sister 
was in honor bound, he wonid tell him all, 
and ask him to release his sister from her 
promise.” 

There was utter silence now. So still 
was the room that the rustle of the leaves 
in the garden sounded distinctiy. 

I looked up at Lord Kindair. His face 
was white: and stem. 

“ I cannot pretend to misunderstand 
you,” he said, hoarsely. “Who is the 
man yonr sister loves ?” 

“Hubert Heron,” 1 replied. 

“Have you reflected on the conse¬ 
quences to yourself, supposing I comply 
with your wish, and release your sister 
from her engagement?” he asked. 

“I shaii have to ieave Leigh Place,” I 
said; “but that is nothing if Annabel’s 
happiness is secured.” 

“ Not only Leigh Place will you have to 
give np,” he returned, “ but the hope of 
health and strength. Think well of it, 
Wynter^thiuk how welcome it would be 
to move abont at will without pain or as¬ 
sistance.” 

“Ihave thought of it,” I cried; “but. 
Lord Kindair, I can be brave as well as 
Annabel.” 

As I spoke the door opened, and Anna¬ 
bel, followed by my mother, entered the 
room. Her face was deathly white, but 
her m a nn er was quite calm and composed. 
Straight to Lord Kindair she walked, and 
stood before him. 

“Kobert,” she said, quietly, laying her 
hand upon his shoulder—and I saw him 
wince under its gentle touch as though it 
pained him—“I have something to tell 
you. I think it right that you should 
know.” 

“Spare yourself the recital, and me too, 
Anna bel; I have already heard what you 
have to tell,” he said. 

“If you have heard it from Wynter,” 
interposed my mother, angrily, “ his zeal 


in the matter has far outrun his dis¬ 
cretion.” 

“Annabel,** said Lord Kindair, never 
heeding my mother’s words, “why did you 
not tell me of your love for Hntert 
Heron?” 

He was looking eagerly at her; a bril¬ 
liant carmine dyed the face which but a 
muiute before had been so white. 

“Wynter was not mistaken then,” he 
continued. “You do love him. It was 
no idle fancy, forgotten as readily as a 
dream. Why have you not dealt honestly 
with me ? You have treated me unfairly.*' 

The dark eyes were raised to his thsn_ 

raised with a pleading expression. 

“Do not reproach me,” she said. “ In¬ 
deed I wiil do my duty. I . acted for the 
best.” 

“ Duty I” he cried, passionately. “ That 
will not satisfy me. It is like giving a 
stone to the starving.” 

She broke down then, sobbing convul¬ 
sively. 

“Bearwith me a iittle,” she pleaded, 
wearily. “ Indeed I will try to make you 
happy—I will give you no cause for re¬ 
proach.” 

“ When men of my age love,” he re¬ 
turned, bending over her, and speaking 
kindly, “ they do not love lightly. ITy love 
for you has been the one passion of my 
life. I do not think, you need to be told 
how deep and true it is—it is so true, so 
tender, Ann abel, that I prefer resigning 
the hopes which have been, so dear to me 
, to holding yon to your promise, now that I 
know .another will always hold the first 
place in your heart, and that marriage 
with me cannot bring you happiness.” 

He must have seen the light of hope 
which flashed into her eyes. 

“And so,” he said, sadly, “ my dreams 
of happiness end here, and yours begin 
anew. Wynter,” he added, turning to 
me, “ it was for love of you, I find, that 
Annabel consented to become my wife; 
and now, for your sake, I release her from 
her engagement to me.” 

As the brave noble words fell upon my 
ear, I wondered if Annabel had acted 
wisely in casting aside the love of such a 
man even for Hubert Heron. 

“Wynter,” he said, abruptly, “do you 
suppose this young man is still in the 
neighborhood ?** 

I replied, and with truth, that I could 
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form no idea; in our stormy troubled in¬ 
terview I had not thought to ask. 

“Ifevermind,” he said; doubtless he 
will easily be found. Annabel,” he said, 

the wedding must take place as if this 
had not occurred, only there will be a 
change of bridegrooms; and you must 
spare me Wynter. In another week he 
and I will be on our way to Gremiany; it is 
but a little thing I ask you.” His voice 
was becoming hoarse and unsteady. I 
could see that he was fearfully agitated. 
** Hush, hush!” he said, as she would have 
spoken grateful tearful thanks. “ I cannot 
quite bear that yet.” 

There was another brief interval of si¬ 
lence, which no one attempted to break. 

“ Good-by, Annabel,'^ he cried, sudden- 
ly; “good-by, my love!” 

He bent over her and pressed a passion¬ 
ate lingering kiss upon her lips, and then 
hastily left the house. 

Throughout all my mother had spoken 
but once—those few angry words to me. 
Doubtless she was at a loss what to say, or 
how to act. Sorrow for Annabel and Hu¬ 
bert she would surely feel, but that the 
engagement between her and Lord Kin- 
dair should be broken off was an event 
for which she was entirely unprepared. 
Aifection too was wounded as well as 
pride; for she cared for Lord Kindair sec¬ 
ond only to her own children, and grieved 
for his evident pain. Moreover, the 
thought of the gossip which would ensue 
when the circumstances became public 
must have been extremely distasteful to 
her. 

We were a silent party for the remainder 
of the evening. My mother never ad¬ 
dressed either Annabel or myself, and at 
last retired without bestowing her usual 
“good-night” kiss; 

Morning brought her a long letter from 
Lord Kindair, and a box for Annabel. 
The box contained a casket. Annabers 
tears fell fast as she examined the con¬ 
tents. All the jewelry he had selected for 
her in the days when she was his betrothed 
wife was there. Diamonds and pearls, 
emeralds, rubies and sapphires, lay side by 
side. A short note accompanied the gift. 
The letter to my mother enclosed the title 
deeds of Iicigh Place, which he be^ed her 
to. accept; it also made all necessary ar¬ 
rangements for my accompanying him 
forthwith to Germany. 


I never saw the letter, hut I know it 
must have been like the writer—noble. 
There were traces of tears on my mother’s 
proud calm face after reading it—an un¬ 
usual tenderness in her manner sprang up 
both to Annabel and myself. 

Hubert came in the evening—he, too, 
had had a letter. Lord Kindair had read¬ 
ily ascertained where he was, and had 
written to him, telling him everything— 
telling him that “he had resigned all 
claim upon Annabel, all hope of one day 
calling her his wife.” It was a good letter 
—one that none but a thoroughly generous, 
unselfibhman could have written. From 
that hour Lord Kindair had no more ar¬ 
dent admirer than Hubert Heron. 

That evening I was glad with a gladness 
no words can express—^glad when I looked 
upon Hubert’s and Annabel’s happy beam¬ 
ing faces—glad in watching the shy love- 
light in Annabel’s bonnie eyes, the ex¬ 
pression of restful content on her sweet 
face; but in the midst of my joy my 
thoughts wo\ild revert to the master of 
Melbourne Court in his lonely rooms, 
mourning over his vanished dreams of 
happiness, his crushed hopes, none the less 
because he had acted unselfishly and nobly. 

The next week Lord Bandair and I set 
out for Germany. The kind thoughtful 
manner was unchanged, but he was very 
quiet, very grave; he never spoke of Anna¬ 
bel, and the letters containing the report 
of her marriage he read without comment. 
A dear and valued friend he became to 
me, gentle and tender as a woman, almost 
filling Annabel’s place in my heart, 
««««*»« 

Twelve years since I told my story to 
Lord Kindair, twelve years since he sacri¬ 
ficed the love of his life for Annabel. 
Twelve years—and what have they borne 
in their fiight? Sorrow to some, gladness 
to others, changes to all. I came back 
from Germany cured. Delicate I shall 
ever be, but I can walk any easy distance. 
I ne«*d not tell of Annabel’s delight, of my 
mother’s proud thankfulness. “ Only one 
wish of her heart is ungratified,” she says 
—“^he should like to see the lady who 
will be mistress of Leigh Place after her.?’ 
Ah, well, who can say what a day may 
bring forth? A dainty form, with a win¬ 
some witching face, and eyes of forget-me- 
not hue, in fancy stands beside ihe even 
now. 1 hear the sound of a gentle low- 
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toned voice, I feel the tonch of a soft tiny 
hand, and the glad hope fills my heart that 
when summer roses bloom, and the per¬ 
fume of lilies fills the air, and sweet clover 
decks the meadows—when the hum of in¬ 
sects, and the low of cattle, and song of 
birds render Leigh Place a home to be de¬ 
sired—my mother’s wish will be gratified— 
I shall bring home my wife. 

Lord Kindair is yet unmarried. Hand¬ 
some still, an expression of sadness now 
rests on his face in repose which it was not 
wont to wear. None know better than I 
how true were his words when he said “ his 
love for Annabel was the one passion of 
his life,” how hard it was for him to resign 
her to another. The affection which 


sprang np between us when I told him my 
halting incomplete story has never les¬ 
sened ; a warm kind friend, a truly noble 
man, even Hubert cannot rival him in my 
esteem and love. AVhen he is at Melbourne 
Court, Leigh Place and Heron Vale have 
no more frequent visitor, none that is more 
warmly welcomed and reverenced. 

And Annabel and Hubert are happy- 
happy in each other, happy in their chil¬ 
dren.- Heron Vale echoes with the patter 
of little feet, the music of childish voices. 
If no other joy were mine, the joy of wit¬ 
nessing Annabel’s happiness would content 
me; for dear to me as in the days when no 
other love came near us is Annabel, my 
twin sister. 
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MX UNCLE’S SON. 


BY B. J. WHITNBY. 


“Ip i do not marry according to my 
uncle’s wishes I receive only the interest of 
the property until I am twenty-five.” I re¬ 
peated, mechanically, as the lawyer tead 
my father’s will in his measured tones. 

“ Do rouse yourself, Claire, and hear the 
handsome provision your father has made 
for you,” whispered my uncle. “ And do 
stop this everlasting crying, and try to look 
& trifle animated.” 

I shivered as if 1 had received a blow un¬ 
der these heartless words. 

The guests were scarcely gone when I 
was summoned to the library. 

“ You are eighteen, I believe, Claire,” 
began Uncle Harding. 

I bowed. 

“ You underetood the conditions of your 
father’s will,” grimly. 

1 bowed ag^. 

.. “ Well, it’s no use to mince matters— 
have a husband picked out for you.” 

“Indeed! Ypumigbthavespokentothe 
clergyman to perform the ceremony as soon 
as he had flnished the burial service,” I re¬ 
torted, bitterly. 

A dull red leaped to his thin face, as he 
said, coldly: 

“ We will not discuss the question, if you 
please. Hy son will finish his European 
tour by the time you will enter society.” 

He rose as if tired of the interview. My 
breath came short and hard, as I steadied 
my trembling voice. 


“ Then I am to have no voice in the mat¬ 
ter, sir?” 

“ It is for your good and—his,” he said, 
slowly. 

I had not seen my Cousin Marcus since 
I was a child; but my recollections of him 
were not pleasant. He was ten years my 
senior, and delighted to tease me, because 
it made me “ smart,” he said. Andagood 
many whippings I got on account of this 
very smartness, in consequence. 

“I wont marry any one I hate, if my 
uncle does say I shall,” I sobbed, as I g^ned 
my chamber. 

i fell asleep at last from utter exhaustion, 
and awoke quite hopeful the next morning. 
A year was to elapse before the forced 
wooing began, and no one could tell what 
might happen in that time. 

“ It’s no use to borrow trouble, especial¬ 
ly as I have a heavy burden already,” I 
thought, as the tears' fell fast. 


“ Marcus will be here to-night, Claire, so 
look your prettiest,” said my uncle, about 
fifteen months after my father’s death. 

“ As for marrying Mark ^rding or any 
one else I hale,” I exclaimed, as 1 gained 
my room, “ Pll run away first, or do some¬ 
thing desperate. O dear, what did make 
papa make that horrid will? I don’t care 
a fig how I look, if he has just come from 
Europe.” 

After a little pause, occupied in arrahg- 
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ing my hair that would persist uijtandmg 
op, I resumed, more calmly, as I nodded 
to myself in the glass: 

“It’s no use to fret, Claire Stuart; per¬ 
haps his-mightiness wont stoop to look at 
your gipsey face. I wont look like a fright 
anyway.” 

So I put on my most becoming dress—a 
pink tissue with snowy Swiss orerakirt— 
and waited nervously for the summons to 
the parlor. It came at last, and I went 
with, a beating heart and cheeks aflame. 

A pleasant-fMed gentleman standing by 
the window turned as.I entered. His puz¬ 
zled look gave place , to an admiring recog¬ 
nition, as he came forward and took my 
hands, saying in a musical voice: 

“ It must be my Cousin Claire I” 

“And you are Hark I” I exclaimed, in¬ 
voluntarily. 

“ The same old Hark who teased you so 
unmercifully,” ho laughed, boyishly. “ I 
give you fair warning that I haven’t for- 
. gotten thatnaughty trick, even yet. I claim 
a cousin’s privilege after my long absence,” 
he went on, softly, as his mustache brushed 
my cheek. 

Half angry, and wholly confused, I stam- 
-jnered painfully, as he led me to a seat and 
leaned over my chair. 

“ Where is your pet Eocinda?” he asked, 
his eyes on my burning face. “She isn’t 
dead, I hope ?” 

“No. She is old andgray, but she hasn’t 
forgotten how to use her claws when she 
is teased,” I retorted, laughingly. . 

“ You naughty little cousin to remember 
my bad qualities and forget the innumer¬ 
able good ones,” he exclaimed, playfully 
pinching my cheek. 

“Wait till I seethe last-named ones,” I 
answered, saucily. 

He made a laughing reply, and before I 
was aware, I was chatting merrily with the 
man I was going to hate. But somehow I 
could not hate this merry debonair gentle¬ 
man, with his flashing eyes and pleasant 
ways. 

I thought it all over after I retired, and 
was heartily ashamed of myself. All the 
heroines I had ever read of—and their 
name was legion—would have hated him 
with the concentrated hate of a dozen like 
your humble servant. 1 wasn’t a heroine, 
to be sure, but I would be cool and haugh¬ 
ty, and let Hark Harding know I wasn’t 
going to drop into his arms like a ripe peach. 


I thought, and then went to sleep, and 
never once thought of my resolution for 
several days. 

As the summer advanced the old house 
was fllled with company, but somehow I 
was happier when Cousin Mark was the 
only guest. I never thought Lily West¬ 
brook was so bold and forward until then. 
She openly admired Mark, and wore her 
prettiest dresses and most bewitching ways. 
Then Mina Burns was even worse than 
Lily. 

Mina was a sparkling little blonde, with 
long flossy hair fllled with shimmering 
lights, and her pansy-colcred eyes were soft 
and beseeching as a child’s. She appeared 
quite fond of me, and was . fall of Mark’s 
prai.-!es, but they didn’t sound a bit pleas-* 
ant to me, although I scolded myself sound¬ 
ly for it. 

Lily talked poetry and travels, and Mina 
played the guitar and sang passionate love 
ballads. I could not make up my mind 
which he did like best, although I watched 
him closely. 

“ He is my cousin, and I feel a cousinly 
regard for him,” I told myself, frequently. 

We were having an impromptu picnic 
one lovely golden afternoon, when, becom¬ 
ing weary of the Insipid conversation, I 
wandered down where the grand old woods 
grew close to the musical river. 

I had been there but a few moments 
when I heard voices, and peeping from my 
leafy bower, I saw Lily Westbrook -and 
Cousin Mark conversing earnestly. 

“Are you quite sure?” he asked, eagei^ 
ly, .aud there was a strained set look on his 
face. 

“Certainly. You know she was there 
several weeks. It does not take long ter fall 
in love— sometimes,” softly. 

They walked away as I stole quietly out 
of my hiding-place. In doing so, however, 
my foot slipped, and I was precipitated into 
the water. My head struck a rock as I fell, 
aiidl knew no more until I felt Mark’s 
arms around me, and heard the cry of, 

“ My darling, my darling!” 

I was conscious of being borne rapidly 
away, and then all was dark around me. 

It was three weeks before Heft my room, 
but Mark never came near me. He sent 
me flowers and fruit, and I could hear him 
question the nurse about me, but I ^d not 
see him until I was able to leave my room, 
and then he avoided me. His charming 
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pleasant ways were gone, and he was 
haughty and stem. 

And as I turned to Hugo Bemly for sym¬ 
pathy and appreciatioHj I would see a 
strange expression on his face, and some¬ 
times he would be absent for days. Hugo 
was an old playfellow of mine, and he was 
engaged to one of my dearest friends, so 
we always had plenty to talk about. 

The summer guests were gone at last, and 
Mark accompanied Mina Bums to her 
home. Iwas quite sure they were engaged, 

and many were the bitter tears I shed. 
Tes, it had come to that at last. Pride 
could not keep me up when I was alone, 
although I would have died before I would 
have owned it. 

It was a dreary rainy day and the wind 
sobbed mournfully as it whirled the chang¬ 
ing leaves far and near. I had wandered 
into the library, and fallen asleep over a 
book of poems, when I was aroused by hear¬ 
ing Mark’s voice. My heart throbbed heav- 
ily, for I thought he was far away. 

“Tes,” he was saying, bitterly, “false 
as she is, I love her better than life.” 

“ I think it very improbable that Claire 
would become engaged clandesUnely, but 
lean easily ascertain,” touching the bell 
as he spoke. 

“ For Heaven’s sake, father, don’t say 
anything about it,” exclaimed Mark, pac¬ 
ing the floor excitedly. “ H she chooses to 
keep it secret a while, she is at liberty to 
do 80 ,’^ 

“lam her legal guardian,” was the calm 
reply, “ and I shall positively forbid it.” 


“I will leave the house if you do,” cried 
my cousin. 

“ Ton forget Claire is very wealtliy, and 
under my control until she is twenty-five, 
or, I give my consent to her marriage,” 
coolly. “ How I shall never give'it unless 
she marries you.” 

“ I would die a thousand deaths before I 
would marry for money, or take an unwill¬ 
ing bride,” Mark burst out, impetuously. 

Money is far enough from my thoughts, 
thank Heaven T’ 

“men you reach my age, you will lose 
your romantic notions, and find that the 
money you scorn now is the end and aim of 
existence,” with slow scorn. 

“ Send Miss Claire here,” he said, as the 
servant answered the bell. 

In a few moments she returned, saying I 
was not to be found. 

Very well,’* said my uncle, quietly, as 
be left the room. 

Mark bowed his handsome head and 
groaned bitterly. Now was my time to 
leave, I thought, and I stole noiselessly to 
the door. Just as I turned the knob, Mark 
raised his head, and our eyes met. lu an 
instant his arms were round me, and I was 
crying: 

1 heard it all, and I^m not engaged!’* 

It-was sometime before we could talk 
coherently, and then Mark said Lily West¬ 
brook told him I was betrothed to Hugo 
Bernly. 

Well, you all know the rest, but I will 
say, there is not a happier couple in the 
world than Mr. and Mrs. Marcus Harding. 
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MY VOYAGE AYITH THE SCOT. 

BY OEORQB U. COOaiEU. 


“April, sao fitfa*, sits and grcotfl, 

O’er lieatliy Brenstou braes, 

’While anUI Ben Lomond shaws afar 
. His sair worn winter clues. 

But soon nuo cove shall shield yon barque, 
That’s moored at Greenock quay, 
Nor.«oon shall honsc-treo biold yon group, 
On her thranged decks we see!” 

Wii.vragalcwehadofrMaliu IloadI "What 
ft crashing of bulwarks and splintering of 
spars! The May Queen went up the Frith 
of Clyde with a couple of topmasts doing 
duty as fore and mainmasts, and an old toj)- 
gallant yard for a mizzen-mast. She was 
dreadfully wrenched, and her timbers withal 
being found much decayed, the underwriters 
condemned and sold her at Glasgow. It was 
more from whim than necessity, that I went 
on board a Scotch ship instead of an Ameri¬ 
can. She was called the Cambuskenneth, 
and bound for Philadelphia. Wo dropped 


down the Clyde to Greenock, and there took 
in the dozen emigrants wlio were to be our 
passengers; the Cambuskenneth, from her 
amount of freight, being unable to accommo¬ 
date a larger number. 

Never did 1 feel a deeper interest in human 
nature than when those people first stepped 
upon our declcs. It was to them laii event 
almost like a change of worltls. Yesterday, 
the dear hearthstone of home—to-day, the 
unsteady plank, the wondrous cordage, and 
the broad St. George’s flag I Some were 
from the Lowland scenes of Lugur and Duon, 
others, from cllfl'aud lake in the nooks of the 
rugged Highland?. 

One group I esi)ecially remarked. It con¬ 
sisted of an old man of seventy yetirs, a girl 
of eighteen and a little child of four. They 
were Highlanders. The old man" had long 
yellow locks, interwoven with gray; and in 
the traditionary, plaid,, and with a certain 
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weird expression of countenance, he looked 
a minstrel of the days of Koderiek Vich 
Aipino. Dim—a very Allau-baiiA Tile child 
was a hazel-eyed beauty, tliat one could have 
folded forever in his arms without growing 
weary; and the young girl was love itself. 
So watcliful forhertwo companions—so c.are- 
Ail for the feebleness on cither liand—her 
young lieart had a double cliarge. I soon 
learned from the remarks of a passenger, that 
those at her side were her grandfather and 
her sister, and that her name was Margaret 
Gordon. 

They stood on deck, as tho heavy topsail- 
yards wore swayed up, and the sliip began to 
move, From the bustling quay came tlie 
last sounds of Scotland. Tho stout seaman 
at tiro wheel steiidied his helm; tho eddying 
wake astern grew more and more distinct; 
the courses were sheeted home, topgallant- 
sails ami royals set, and wo were wide out 
from Greenock. A shrill wind from tho 
northwest made the Frith of Clyde look dark 
and angry, all tlio more so, that tho white 
ridges of its myriad waves contrasted so 
strongly with its rugged field of blue. On 
the starboard beam wtts tlie Isle of Bute, and 
on tho larboard stretclicd tho coast of 
Ayrshire. Arran Was neared and left astern 
to starboard, and now, ui)on the larboard 
bow, rose gray old Ailsa Craig, a thousand 
feet high. Soon it boro abeam, then on tho 
(piarter—and O the hearts tlmt watclied Itl 
I loolied toward tho young passenger, Mar¬ 
garet Gordon; tears were raining from her 
eyes. She lifted tho child that it might look 
on Ailsa Craig and tho far oil shore of Ayr¬ 
shire. Thougli a stranger to tlie scone— 
enough that It was .Scottish. Tho dear old 
land was fading away forever! 

She uttered no word; there was only that 
bitter rain of team tliat would not bo checked. 
But a girl at her side, a young creature evi¬ 
dently from tlie Lowlands, and only less 
beautiful than herself, murmured lu heart¬ 
broken accents: 

“ Bonnie Doon, sao sweet at gloaming, 

I'aro thco wool before I gaiigi" 

Tho sad and lovely linos were electric. In¬ 
stantly M.argarct placed the little Jessie on 
the dock, and tho two young women, utter 
strangers to each other until tills moment, 
ruslicd to a close embrace, weeping hysteri¬ 
cally while each was folded closer and closer 
in tho other’s arms. Tho passengers all 


caught the infection; they bad been sad 
enough before, but now they wept aloud. 

As we rounded the Mull of Kintyro, the 
ship was going like a race-horse; and now 
tho broad swells of tho North Channel, 
striking her abeam, began to swing and rock 
her like a cradle. 

“IIow lang will she rock sao?” asked a 
passenger, as I came near him. 

“ From thirty to sixty days,” I replied ;" but 
it’s smootli water here!” 

“ I wad I were pit ashore by yon licht- 
housci” he exclaimed, indicating the great 
lighthouse on the mull. “O Scotland 1 Scot¬ 
land!” 

It scorned as if tho Scottish eyes caught at 
each fading object, ns a condemned prisoner 
might catch at moment after moment of re¬ 
spite from his doom; and now every gaze 
was directed toward that prodigious light¬ 
house, three hundred feel high, wliich bea¬ 
cons to the mariner from the Mull of Kintyre. 
But wider and wider grew tho dark expanse 
between. Tlie mull itself was lost, and the 
llghtlioiise became a speck. Pitebing and 
rolling, and flinging showers of spray away 
out to the end of her Jibboom, hauled close 
on the wind to tlie westward, tlie stout old 
ship dashed on. Itis all over: 

” Bate, Arrau isle is passed; 

Scotland farcwcel! for Ailsa Craig 
Is out o’ sight at lastl” 

The wind now began to head us off, as on 
tho starboard lack wo stood across the North 
Clianncl toward the co.ast of Ireland, .and ive 
knew that the order would soon bo given to 
stand by for stays. It camo in tho broad 
Scotch of C.aptain McDonald. IVo hauled up 
one clew of tho Cambuskennoth’s mainsail, 
and then, tramp, tramp, tramp, ran the sons 
of tiie sea, some to tlie slieets and lacks, 
othoi's to the aftor-bracos. 

“ Il-a-r-d a-leo!” roared the old Scotch 
captain, and tlie ship’s head camo up as Jack 
McPherson’s wheel went down. “ 'Packs an' 
sheets!” and the serpent-like slatting of the 
fore-tack answered him. “Maiutopsail 
haul!” Tug, tug, tug—a dozen men at the 
brace—and tho raalnyard came creaking 
around. “Letgao an’haul!” Uelter-skoHer 
wo jump to tho fore braces; tho foretop sail 
fills away, and tho Cambuskenneth is on the 
port tack, up and olfl 

It might have been but imagination, yet I 
fancied that Margaret Gordon was regarding 
me with an appearance of unusual iutetest, 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



lm I ran liltber and thither among the Bailor 
boys, whoso “aa heave hoi” as they lay 
stoutly back at stubborn slicet or brace, was 
so unwonted a sound to her oars. Perhaps 
I reminded her of one whom she had known, 
and her heart reached forth for syiupatliy. 

Wider and wider grew the North Channel, 
till between Isla and Malln Head rolled In 
the white caps of the Atlantic. Scotland had 
become a dull faint cloud a-leo, while to 
•windward, though out of sight, we knew lay 
Irish Londonderry. And now the first and 
second mates, mustering all bands aft, chose 
their respoctiva watches. 

“Donald JIoGregor!” said the first mate, 
and a broad-breasted Highlander stepped to 
the port side of the deck. 

“ Robert Roy!” said the second mate. “The 
vera.auld chieftain himser, wl’a marline- 
spike for a claymore!” ha added, as the 
freckle-faced sailor shnfilcd to starboard. 

“Archibald Douglas!” said the first mate. 

“Jock McLeod 1” said the second mate. 
“Ikon na but ye may bo ‘ Jock o’Hazel- 
dean 1’ ” .. 

“ Robert Burns!” said the first mate. “ Ye 
bae mickle names amang y6,1 maun say it!” 

“ Hoot awa’ 1” cried the captain, who stood 
looking on; “hao ye nae gatten auld Sir 
Walter, noo, Mr. Duncan, to pit him In the 
starboard watch as an afiset to Rohbio 
Burns?” 

“Na, na,sir,” laughed the second mate. 
“ Mr. Hume has gatten the rhyming chiel, an’ 
there’s naethiiig but common folk to divide 
atween us noo. Ye lad frae over sea, step to 
starboard—ye're ns braw as ony o’ the lave.” 
So I found tnyself In Mr. Duncan’s watch. 

The two oilioers thou wont on dividing the 
McKintrys, McKenzies and McIntyres, till 
one might have imagined himself in the 
camp of James the Fourth, on the eve of 
Flodden. Scotland was represented, in the 
Cambuskenneth, 

“.From the southern Ilcdswlro edge. 

To farthest Ross's rocky ledge.” 

There were besides among the sixteen 
hands, four English Jordys, with the mind 
and body of the lobster. 

Next morning, the blue ocean stretchetl 
all about us—no Alisa Craig,, ho Mull of 
Kiutyre, no Malln Head. I was at work in 
the maintop when Margaret Gordon came oil 
deck. She wore a modest little Scotch cap, 
with a pheasant quill placed aslant at the 
front, and the Highland “ plaldie ” lay about 


her shoulders. Its checks were small and 
bright—red, white, blue and green. I thought 
of those Highland “lassies” of whom my 
Scottish shipmate, young Allen Ross, used to 
tell me. But I, too, had seen them among 
their mountains, at a time when shipwreck 
compelled me to seek shelter with the hos¬ 
pitable Highlanders. 

What a form and lace to bo found on the 
rude deck of a ship 1 Did she feel a coquet¬ 
tish Iprldo in the bright plaid and feather? 
Surely she might do so, and yet be pardoned. 
But no—custom had made the boiinlo plaid 
familiar to her eyes, and she was as indifibr- 
ent to her plumage as a wild bird. Now a 
large porpoise shot out from the erest of a 
sea close to the ship, and was followed by a 
dozen others, .all “ blowing ” loudly as they 
’tumbled into view. Instantly J saw the little 
Scotch feather at the bulwarks, while the 
hazel eyes looked wouderingly over as the 
dark swinelike objects wallowed along. She 
called her grandfather to see them, and held 
up the little four-year-old, as she had done 
when looking at Alisa Craig, but with a 
lighter heart. She had begun to take inter¬ 
est In scenes from whieh there was no es¬ 
cape, and it would bo bettor than dreaming 
always of the Highland heather. 

Once or twice I caught her eyes fixed upon 
mo ns I stood in the top, but they were 
quickly averted—those Gaelic eyes, so beauti¬ 
ful beneath the little brown feather and the 
golden hair. I felt, too, that she was speak¬ 
ing of nio to the lovely young girl who had 
repeated the lines to “ Bonnie Doon ” on the 
day previous, and whose name I discovered 
to bo Mary Campbell. Their acquaintance 
had ripened very fast, or rather it had been 
instantaneous. Mary looked curiously up at 
mo while her companion was speaking, and 
then, unconsbious that I observed her, ad¬ 
dressed some remark to Margaret, at which 
they both smiled—a kind of April smile, the 
first ray of sunshine after their tears. 

During my watch below in the afternoon, 
a Highlander, as communicative as he was 
inquisitive, came and sat on a chest in the 
forecastle, asking “ a’about the mickle ship 
an’ sic’ like things.” From him I learned 
■'Something of Margaret Gordon. She had no 
mother, ho said, and was going to meet her 
father In Anierlca. Her only brother, a 
sailor boy, had died in a foreign land, “ an’ 
the twin 6’ her wee bit sister,” continued tho 
Bcotchnian, “ was slown awa’ by gipsey bodies. 
There was an unco search for her, ye may 
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depeii’, but a’ in vain, an’ it’s some two year 
sin’. Margaret was sair sick, and pulr Dame 
Gordon died outrigiit \vi’ the sorrow; an’ 
wlien Sandy Gordon, tiie father, iouud be 
coiddna recover ids wee bairn, lie did, wbat 
lie iiad iang been dreaming o’— 

" Itoiled ids iuitdres in a liaimnock, , 

And o’er the sea.” 

Margaret Gordon and Mary Oampbeli had 
at Hiterrais been sligiitly seasick, and tiio iit- 
tlo girl considerably so, lienee all had kept 
tlie deck more tlian would liave ollierwlse 
been the e.ase, as they found relief in the 
open air. On tlio evening of tlio second 
day out, the wind liauied exactly aft, and tlio 
slilp, going olT witli studding-sails on both 
sides, rolled tremeiidously. What a sight for 
a landsnian 1 Jligh up in tlio pale moonlight 
were the royals; close to the deck tugged the 
courses; and to starboard aiid larboard, the 
winglike studding-sails bent and strained tlie 
booms. Witli a swift but easy motion, the 
long yards, now to port and now to starboard, 
went down to tlio very foam, while ever and 
anon came tlio sliiidder of jib and staysail, 
and tlio slat of tlio foretopsail, as the head 
sails were becalmed by ttie otliors. 

It was now tliat I made an accidental ad¬ 
vance toward an acquaintance with Mar¬ 
garet. The passengers were all on deck, many 
of them liaving been tumbled out of their 
berths by the roll of the ship. Some ran to 
the captain, inquiring if there was “ nao 
inucklc danger,” little dreaming tliat the 
present state of wind and weather was ex¬ 
actly wliat lie desired. 

“Guld save us!” cried a dame, “we shall 
a’ gae bottom up 1 - It rolled me topsy-turvy 
out o’ my bed to the ithor side o’ the biggin, 
an’ afore I could get hauld o’ onythliig to 
help me, it rolled mo back again an’ pit mo 
to bed 1” 

“Lay up the slack of that stun’s'l sheet 1” 
said Mr. Duncan. “ Wha the de’il left it a’ 
adrift in that way ?” 

While I was doing this, the Cambuskenneth 
rolled prodigiously deep. Margaret lost her 
hold of the opposite bulwarks; there was a 
quick forced run of little fbet across the deck, 
and a plunge into my arms. What a thrill 
was mine! I had the Illghland “plaidlo” 
and the sweet form It enfolded. The little 
Scotch cap lay against my shoulder, and the 
“boiiule feather” touched ray hair. Up 
oainc the Cambuskenneth on an even keel, 
but the ice of restraint was broken. Hence¬ 


forth, I might at least nod at the Highland 
lassie. 

That night I dreamed of my former ship¬ 
mate, Allan Ross. I thought that he led 
Margaret to my side and placed her hand in 
mine. When awakened by the cry of “ star¬ 
board watch, ahoy I” my first thought was of 
him. Blit poor Allan was dead; the yellow 
fever had claimed him. 

Our brig, the Caribbean, lay at Port au 
Prince, when I spread the American ensign 
over his form as he slept in death. 

In the morning watch, still thinking of 
Allan and my dream, I picked up a small ar¬ 
ticle at the spot where I had caught the 
Highland girl, and was bewildered to find it 
a nilniaturc of myself in a locket. I had 
surely on board this ship possessed] nothing 
of the kind. Long previous, when in Scok 
land, I had procured such a picture and had 
it sot in a locket for my mother, but it was 
lost with my chest and clothes when our ship 
went ashore on the coast of the Western 
Highlands. Could this be the same ? Had 
I left it burled in the deep, to bo dropped 
from Margaret’s plaid on the deek of tlie 
Carabuskennoth? How wonderful all this 
seemed to me, and what a history must the 
little picture have I I would keep it an hour 
or two and await the result. I had abundant 
food for faiioy—the iueident of the piovious 
evening—the midnight dream of that small 
snowy hand—and now, more than all, the 
locket! I was thrilled with a feeling that 
only a very romantic lover oan imagine. 
Again I recalled every incident of my sojourn 
in the Highlands. I longed to take Margaret 
in my arras and tell her that we would go 
back to her own hills and heather, never to 
leave them more. I was more Scotch than 
the Scotch themselves, and as the shadow of 
old Ben Lomond fell athwart my dream, I 
exclaimed aloud: 

“ Look where yon mountains meet; 

The clouds are thick around their head. 

The mists around their feet!” 

“ Ye amaist carry anc back to the auld 
Ian’, wl’ your mountain sang, laddie,” said a 
volee at my elbow, and I turned to find that 
the old grandslre, whom I have likened to 
Allan-bane, had overheard me. 

“ Ye are ns Scottish born, ns I am tauld,” 
ho continued. “ Hao ye been in Scotland at 
ony time afore this last?” 

“Yes sir, I was wrecked to the southward 
of Skyey two years ago,” 
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“An’ yo lost bag an’ baggage, may be, 
laddie f” 

“ Indeed, I did, sir.’’ 

That was Iiaid, Indeed I And did yo liae 
ony wee bit trinket about ye, as yo min’—a 
canny likeness o’ yoursel’ ?’’ 

“ I did, sir, and It went with the resh” 

“ N.a, na, laddie, it dldna gae wi’ the lave; 
it was land by Sandy Gordon, my ain sin, 
and ids bairn lias itnoo, ray graudohlld,yon.’’ 

“I’m afraid yon mistake, sir, she surely 
cannot have it now.’’ 

“ Margie, Margie,’’ he ealled,ns she passed us, 
apparently looking for soinetblng she missed. 

“ Is this it I asked, produeing the locket. 

Margaret’s face became scarlet, like tlie red 
checks of her plaid. But soon she related in 
her sweet Scotch, how her father had found 
it near the scene of a wreck, and how she 
had been struck with surprise at meeting 
the original of the picture. She had been 
sjicaking of it and showing it to Mary Camp¬ 
bell, and having forgotten to put it aw.ay, liad 
dropped it on the deck when she fell against 
me. I insisted upon her keeping it, and she 
consented to do so. There was evidently 
something in the incident that pleased her 
scarcely less than it did myself. Front tlio 
fragments of conversation that I overheard 
during the day, I felt that Mary Campbell 
was rallying her on the romantic episode; 
yet Mary herself was a sad-hearted girl, and 
1 lieard enough to make mo aware that she 
was troubled by some unhappy reminiscence. 

“ All wool, alt weel, sao it maun bo!’’ she 
sighed. 

“ It is na weel to tak’ on sao,’’ replied 
Margaret. “ Dinna greet, dinna greet, Mary 
lass! Dinna blame yoursel’ sae; ye hao 
naething for to blame. Ye caiina help it 
1100 ; yo meant nae ill, an’ I’m sure he ne’er 
blamed ye; he wouldna, ho couldna blame 
ye—sae dinna greet nialrl Think how won- 
derfu' that we twa sliould sao hao met!’’ 

“ Blit if he was here!’’ replied Mary, “ an’ 
gauging wl’ us to the new warl’l 0 Mar¬ 
garet, it gios mo sio’ grief!’’ 

“ He was my ain brither,” said Margaret, 
“ an’ I hae sair greeted for him. Yo canna 
feel malr than I. I am a’ alone but for iny 
grandfallier and my wee sister. I hae greeted 
for the little ano stown awa’—for my mlther 
dead—for my father hi a strange Ian’, an’ for 
him tliat yo lo’ed sao weel. Sao yo maun see, 
Mary, that ye hao ane for a frlen’ as waefii’ 
as yoursel’. But wo maun a’ do the best wo 
can.wl’ what is left us.’’ 


Poor Margie 1 how my heart ached for her, 
as in those sweet Scotch sentences she uttered 
a soul history so sad. Again I thought of 
Allan Boss, and recalled the ailcction I had 
felt for him. How delighted ho would have 
heen with the simple loveliness of these two 
Scottish girls 1 Ho wtis their countryman, 
and they would love to hear of him. I had 
his ininlatiire in the forcc.astle, and when the 
starboard was relieved, I overhauled iny 
dunnage for the likeness of poor Allan. Tlicro 
it wtis In the sailor jacket .and trousers, just 
as I had seen him so many times on tlio 
main dock. 1 told Margaret tliat I iiad a 
likeness of one of her countrymen, a sliipm.ate 
and favorite of mine. Slic took it fruni iny 
hand, then raised her eyes as if about to 
speak; but she Was deadly pale, and I eaiight 
her as slio was falling insensible. Mary 
Camphell grasped the picture. 

“ It is Allan,’’ slio cried, “ it is Allan Gor¬ 
don!’’ and weeping she sat down on the deck, 
her long locks falling loose over her form, 
while she sobbed and moaned. 

“ No, no,” I exclaimed, “ this is the picture 
of Allan Ross, not Allan Gordon!” 

“Allan Ross Gordon!” said the white- 
haired graiidsire. “ It is the puir, puir lad¬ 
die I He is dead an’ gaiic; we hae been lauld 
o’ it, an’ I doubt na it is ower true. Sao he 
was a shipmate o’ your ain, laddie,” and the 
old man grasped my hand. “ Tell us o’ him 
—tell us what yo hao kenned o’ him 1” 

Then I told old Grandsiro’ Gordon how 
Allan had fallen sick at Fort au Prince; how, 
on the morning of our sailing thence, he had 
died in the hospital, and I had spread a 
folded American ensign over his silent face, 
because, though a Briton, he sailed beneath 
our flag. The brig Caribbean had returned 
to New York without him, and the tidings 
of his death had been sent tlienco to Glas¬ 
gow—his full name having been obtained 
from tho brig’s papers. Sailors stand little 
upon their siruames, and I had never called 
my shipmate anything but Allan, though it 
was said in tho forecastle that his name was 
Allan Ross. 

Tho romance of the miniature, and the 
discovery that I had been a shipmate anti 
friend of her brother, wrought between 
Margaret and myself a bond of sympathy 
that could not bo sundered. I related to her 
my wanderings among the Scottish hills; and 
soon with a glad exclamation, she recognized 
the picture of one of those Highland homes 
which I described. It appeared that I Uad 
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crossed her father’s threshold and partaken 
of his fare. But It was two years since; the 
old grandfather was not present, the little 
Jessie and her twin sister were more babies, 
and Margaret lierself might have been per¬ 
forming “a oanny errand to a neebor town.” 

Allan Gordon liad been Mary Campbell’s 
lover; tliey liad parted in the midst of a petty 
quarrel, and she Iiad seen liim no more. It 
was for tliis tlist she so bitterly reproached 
herself, and it was her love for poor Allan 
tliat so endeared to Iier Ids relatives, thougli 
at tlie moment tliat Margaret and tlie Low¬ 
land maiden first ruslicd into each otiicr’s 
arms tlicy were, as I liavo said, mutually 
strangers. Tlieir meeting was a singular co¬ 
incidence—one of tliose wild sweet scenes 
tliat at long intervals occur on emigrant 
sliips. 

After a few days Grandsiro Gordon pre¬ 
dicted a tempest. He felt it in “ a’ his banes,” 
and he had a “ vision o’ it ” besides. He had 
frequently done so in tlic Highlands, and the 
second siglit had proved “ ower true.” It 
came, indeed, exactly as he foretold, and 
Margaret liad tlie opportunity of looking upon 
a real gale at sea. Captain McDonald hove 
tlie slilp to under the close-reefed maintop- 
sail, main spencer and fore-topniast-staysall. 
Soon he ordered the staysail to be taken in, 
tlioiigh .against the advice of the chief mate, 
Mr. Hume. 

“ Na, na,” ho persisted, “ it keeps her all 
too mickle—it maun come in.” So wo lay 
out and furled it. 

But Mr. Hiinio was right. No sooner had 
the staysail come in, tlian the Canibiisken- 
neth lieaded up so mtieli tliat the topsail was 
thrown aback. Tlie ship got steriiboard and 
swung away to leeward; describing a large 
half moon. 

“ Tlie topsail iiiaiin come in too,” said the 
captain. 

“ Awed, sir,” said Mr. Hume, "if it maun, 
it maun, but siie’ll get a weather roll, wi’ 
only tlie spencer on her.” 

We furled tlie topsail, and Mr. Hume’s 
words were again proved true. In the trough 
of tlie sea, tiio spencer was becalmed, tlie 
sliip’s liead fell olf, and she rolled heavily to 
windward, taking tlio full force of the sea 
square upon lier decks. 

“ Get tiie tapsail on lier again, Mr. Hume, 
and rouse up tlie staysail!” cried the captain, 
as soon as he could get ills head above water. 
” If slic will gao to the de'il she shall gao in 
her ain way 1” 


The two sails were again set, and the old 
Cambuskenneth rode like a duck. I heard 
Mr. Hume remark to Mr. Duncan: 

" The auld man maun hue- his whims, but 
the ship knows better than hirnsel’. Never 
tak’ the maintapsall aff a ship, Mr. Duncan, 
till ye liao her alangside o’ the wharf!” 

The gale passed away. Among its notable 
Ineldeiits liad been tlie washing of the cap¬ 
tain’s great dog into the main rigging by a 
sea, and the loss of Margaret’s Iliglilaiid cap, 
as during a coiistcrnation among tlie passen¬ 
gers she put her bright liead out of tlie coin- 
panlon-way, wliile wo were slioeting home 
the main-topsail. Poor little Higliland 
feather! far, far to leeward it wont dancing 
along the foam. Tlio old dog was brouglit 
lip by tlie shrouds and ratlines, and almost 
choked by tlie slack of a reef-tackle wlilcli 
caiiglit around his neck. But sadder tilings 
were marked in ills destiny, and happy for 
him had he perished here I 

On several occasions subsequent to tills, 
Grandsiro Gordon predicted gales, and the 
second siglit proved always true. Once, lie 
foretold our narrow escape from an iceberg, 
and wlicn some tiirce hours later it loomcil 
close on our lee bow, tho sailoi-s looked upon 
with a superstitious wonder, as if. lie dealt 
with demons. They seemed to forget tliat a 
presentiment tending to our preservation 
must be inspired rather by a good tiian an 
evil spirit, and as we had an uiiiisiinl num¬ 
ber of tempests, they were attributed to tlio 
iinliappy Influence of him who foretold them. 

Especially was tills true of tlio four Jordys. 
Bred in the coaling sliips of Sliields ami New¬ 
castle, “ the de’il ” constituted tlieir solo 
idea of an invisiblo presence—and lie, a 
black, smutty monster, all covered witli coal! 
Tliese four men were the woi'st portion of 
our crew. Tlie Scottish sailors liad no 
trouble between themselves, but “.Jordy 
Ben ” or “Jordy Bill,” or some otlier of tlio 
four North-of-Eiigland-men, was always up 
for a fight. They wont at all work growling, 
turned in and out growling, and swallowed 
their food growling. They tlireatened to 
pitch Grandsiro Gordon overboard, sliould he 
predict any more head winds or gales. Tho 
old man, however, knew notliing of tlieir 
feelings, nor had any of us an idea that they 
would execute their threat. 

The captain’s great dog, Bruce, was usually 
very afleotionato toward all hands, but at 
lengtli his mood changed and lie lay sullenly 
about the deck, growling if disturbed. At the 
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sanie Umo, It was told forward that the old 
Itiglilaiidor had seen avisioii of an enormous 
black dog coming In over the bow. This, the 
Jonlys said, was “ the do'll,” but they failed 
for llio lime to associate the apparition with 
any danger to be apprehended from the cap¬ 
tain’s dog. Neither did the seer himself 
perceive the nature of the calamity fore¬ 
shadowed by his vision. 

On the following evening we got among 
drift ice. We had now been out forty-eight 
days, and were about a hundred miles to 
the eastward of Cape Race. The weather 
fell calm, and the ship’s side at length grated 
against an ice island that rose seven or eight 
feet above the water and stretched away for 
a mile. At first we attempted to tow her 
elc.ar of it with our boat, but finding this out 
of the question, we put down “fenders" to 
keep her from chafing, clewed up the sails, 
and moored with hedges to our unwelcome 
berth. The sea was smooth, with the excep¬ 
tion of an almost Imperceptible swell; it was 
foggy, and there was a prospect of the same 
weather for days., 

It was not long after we had made all se¬ 
cure that the captain’s dog snapped at Jordy 
Bill, tearing the after portion of his Ill-fitting 
trousers from the bunt away down to the 
clow. This was an unprecedented act on the 
part of Bruce, and sickness or Insanity was 
evidently the cause of It. Then, for the first 
time the Jordys spoke of the Scotchman’s 
vision as connected with the poor animal. 
Giandsiro Gordon, they said, had enticed the 
devil on board, and he had entered into old 
Bruce. Still they said nothing to tl|o seer 
himself 

The Cambuskenneth was an old-fasliioned 
slop, of seven liundred tons. She had no 
liouse above-board exeopt tlio galley, and tiro 
quarter-deok ran flush with the main. Old 
Bruce lay in a coil of rope on tlic booby-Iiatch. 
At last ho rose suddenly up, whirled around, 
barked, whined, snarled and snapped his 
teeth. Next, ho ruslied forward of the main- 
m.ast, rose on his liind legs, spun around like 
a top, and uttered a terrific howl. Tlien with 
a leap aside, lie commenced raging about the 
deck, jumping up at the rigging and snap¬ 
ping at everything in his way, wliile the foam 
flew in all directions from his jaws. 

“ JIad dogi mad dog I” resounded fore and 
aft, and tlio men sprang for tlio rigging. 
“ Grandfatlier! grandfatlier 1” I lieard a sweet, 
frightened voice exclaim from the cabin 
doorway, and the answer came from forward. 


“ Arc ye safe, Slargie ? Keep in the cabin, 
I’m wcel out o’ ids way I Shut ‘the cabin 
door and keep in!” 

Night had fallen, and though tiic nortliorn 
nights at this season are comparatively light, 
tlie thick fog combined with tiro dusk so ob¬ 
scured everytliing, tliat tlio raging .animal 
looked like a great black ball bounding about 
tlio deck. Again I heard Margaret, who had 
evidently moved the e.abhi slide enough to 
make herself hoard, calling to know if her 
grandfather was really safe, and the voieo of 
honest Jack McLeod came from tlio fora- 
rlgging III answer: 

“’Ay, ay, miss, he has gano intil the fore¬ 
castle wl' some o’ the lads, an’ they hae pit 
on the scuttle. He is safe enough; the tyke 
c.anna get till him.” 

“ Shut tlio slide 1” cried Captain McDonald, 
from the iniazeii shrouds, “or ye’ll hae tlio 
hruto liaiild o’ your liands!” And wo heard 
tlio slide close, Margaret being satisfied of 
her grandfather’s safety. 

The dog now liad entire possession of tlie 
deck, and from tlio taffrail to the iiigiit- 
Iieads, from the night-heads to tlie taffrail, 
over the windlass, around the wheel, among 
coils of rigging, and casks, and buckets, and 
liencoops, he tore at a mad, hlind, terrible 
run. At last, down ho fell, and rolling upon 
his back, lay, as nearly as we could discover, 
motionless. 

“ Noo for it, lads!” cried the captain. “ Lay 
down to the deck an’ gio him a handspike 
afore lie gets under headway again I” A 
dozen men came with a bound out of the 
rigging and rushed for tlic handspikes. 

“Qiiiek, I.ads, gio’t him!” And the c.ap- 
tain himself led the way, weapon in hand. 

Wo were close upon the poor creature, 
when gradually drawing up his feet, lie 
scratched tlie liard deck with a convulsive 
sweep of his paws, and bounded four feet 
higlii An attack by all hands might have 
overcome him, yet no man was willing to bo 
first; and the result was tliat almost by a 
miracle wo again found ourselves uiiliiirt in 
tlie rigging, though Mr. llumo lost part of a 
boot top of red leather! Bruce now com- 
nicnced trotting fore and aft—his wilder 
frenzy having settled into the tireless niad- 
dog space—that endless pat, pat, pat of Ills 
feet. Ho snapped his jaws spitefully till 
every coil of rigging was bitten, as around 
and around the ship ho went, close under the 
bulwarks. Twenty times I saw th.at 3.able, 
shaggy coat pass under mo. Trot, trot, trot-r- 
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would lie never fall down again? The wind 
began to spring up, and soon tlie ship would 
bo thiiiuping against the ice. Something 
must be done! A simuitaneous attack by 
aii hands was suggested—but thou, to be bit¬ 
ten by a mad dog! We drew up our feet 
again! The handspikes had been dropped 
when wo sprang up the rigging, therefore wo 
could not strike him as ho passed beneath 
us. At longtli Jlr. Ilnme suggested a plan 
and acted upon it. 

Swinging liiinself out of tlie main slironds, 
he threw the coll of the fore-topsail-braco 
from its pin, and getting back into the rig¬ 
ging drew up tlie sl.aek and made arunning 
noose. lie tlicn stood by for tlie dog, and as 
poor Ilrnce again came around, cast it over 
Ills head. Two or tliree men now laying 
hold of tlie rope, tliey hauled the dog el? ir of 
the deck, made tlic iiiiproiuptn lialter fa. t to 
a shroud, and tlie unhappy creature’s misery 
was soon ended. 

A strong breeze was now blowing, and not 
a moment was to bo lost in getting clear. 
Tlie wind blowing from tlie direction of tlie 
iceberg, we had only to run up the jib and 
let fall tlie foresail. Tlie Cauibuskenneth at 
once swung off, and in a few iiiiiintes wo had 
her under good lie.idw.ay with tlie topsails 
set, keeping, liowever, under sliort sail on ac- 
connt of tlie ice and tlie fog. But now arose 
a fresh cause of anxiety—Grandsire Gordon 
was nowliere to be found. Margaret sought 
throiigli tlie ship for her graiidfatlier, and 
when slio liad failed to find him either above 
or below, she wept in so piteous a manner, 
that botli crew .and passengers were greatly 
affected at her distress. 

“My poor grandfather!” slie cried. “0 
that it had been niysel’, instead o’ him I” 

But how had he been lost? Jock McLeod 
had seen liini enter tlie forecastle, but how 
many of the men entered with him it w.as 
impossible to say. All had been cniifnsion. 
Not a man could be found who would confess 
li.aving been in tlie forecastle, though one or 
two of the hands thought that tlioy liad seen 
Bill come up tlirongh the scuttle after the 
dog was killed. But he denied it. Be was 
in tlie forelop, he said, and Jordy Ben was 
out on tlie niaiiiyard,‘aud the other two wore 
likewise aloft. None coifid swear positively 
to tlie coiitr,ary; yet certain it was that when 
the old Iliglilaud seer sought shelter in the 
forecastle, he was not alone. Bntwliatthen? 
He could not have been murdered there, for 
it was utterly impossible to convoy his body 


on deck and get it overboard nnsoon. The 
points established were—tliat the old man 
went below, and that lie had not since been 
seen to come on deck. 

Ill the morning. Captain McDonald and 
Mr. Hume went into the forecastle. Tlie 
ship had previously been in the Quebec trade, 
and had a large lumber-port in tlie bow, tlie 
fastening consisting of a crossbar tlirougli a 
staple. It was this Inniber-port tliat tlie offi¬ 
cers wont down to oxainine, and tlioy found 
tliat tlie bar had been lately moved. 

“Jordy Bill was down hero, I am owersure,” 
said Jock McLeod, “ but I canna swear 
to’t.” 

There w.as abundant proof th.at the North- 
of-England-meii had threatened to tlirow tlie 
“old Scotcli wizard” as they c.allcd him, 
overboard, and now there could be little 
doubt that they had pitched him out of the 
lumber-port. Captain McDonald was moved 
beyond e.xprossion. 

“ To think,” ho said, “ that sic’ a thing 
should happen aboard my ship! Tlie puir 
anld man! An then that ba.autifu’gr.aiid- 
dochter an’ the wee little bairn—it makes my 
he,art ache I I’ve e’en a min’ to swing the 
villains lip at the yardarm 1” 

He had spoken thus much, when right over 
our heads tliere was a heavy tlind on tlie 
decic, followed by feeble groans. We all 
ruslied up and found that Jordy Bill, who 
had gono.aloft to secure a gasket which was 
dangling loose, liad fallen from tlie fore-toii- 
sail-yard, and was fearfully liurt. 

“Tak’ your hands frae him, ladsy said tlie 
captain. “Never gie him a fipger’s help till 
I liae faiid the truth. Wliare is anld Gordon, 
moll ? Tell me quick, or ye’s iiae got a ban’s 
help. Tlie ghaist o’ the puir mild gr.andsire 
has tripped your fit, and thede’il liimsclf will 
hae ye afore iiightfa’I Your a’ aback fer 
this warl’, sae tell me afore ye dee!” 

In a feeble voice the Jordy confessed all. 
Himself and Ills three countrymen had found 
tliemsolves below with the old .Scotclini.an. 
The Highlander fell into a kind of trance, 
and exclaimed that he saw tlie little Flora, 
the sweet twhi grandchild that liad so long 
been lost. lie opened and folded his arms as 
if to receive and embrace her; tlieii sank 
back unable to speak further, wliilc Ins form 
seemed to become rigid. Tills was like the 
description which Margaret liad given mo of 
her grandfather in his inspired inoiiionts. 
The Jordys taking advantage of his helpless¬ 
ness and silence, forced open the lumber-port 
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nm! threw him out; tliiis ridding tlie ship of 
a supposed wizard. But Jordy Bill said tliat 
tlie old man did not fall in the water, for Just 
at tlie ship’s iiead tlie jagged ice made a 
sliglit angle, reaching out under tlie bow. 
tVe all remembered tlds circuinslance, and 
also tliat Captain McDonald Iiad thought of 
Iiauling tlie vessel astern. It w.i3 on this 
projection, as the Jordy told us, that Grand- 
sire Gordon fell. 

Margaret was almost frantic wltli suspense 
at this revelation. While her grandfather’s 
fate appeared absolutely settled, slie could 
only weep in heart-breaking grief; but tlie 
new dawn of hope, with still a terrible fear 
that it was all in vain, tortured lier outriglit. 

“Clioer up, my young frlen’,” said the kind 
old slilpuiaster, “ wo may na find him alive, 
but I'll pit the ship about an’ gle a guld look 
for him. Tlie fog’s gane now, an’ we ■ canna 
be miiir than twenty mile frae the ice-fiel’.” 

We went in st.ays accordingly, and wlien 
the tacks were boarded, wltli the ship stand¬ 
ing to the eastward, and every stitch of can¬ 
vas set, wiiile we iiad one “lookout” at tlie 
forc-royal-mast-liead, and anotlier at the 
main—we seized upon tlie tlirce Jordys and 
put tlieiii in irons. Tlieir companion was al¬ 
ready dead, and when another lioiir iiad 
passed, we launched liim overboard. 

“ Ice, O I” soon came from the royal-yards, 
nttered simultaneously by tlie two “ look¬ 
outs,” and the excitement on deck told wliat 
sympathy had been awakened for Margaret 
and lier poor old grandslre. The passengers 
clustered around Iior, speaking kind words 
and bidding lier hope. Convulsively she 
tlircw her arms .about little Jessie, as if afraid 
that slio, too, might vanisli. 

“Ho was ay guid to us, my ptiir little Jes¬ 
sie!” slie said, “an’ sae dearly, too, he lo’cd 
the wee darling that is ganel” 

“ llow does it bear frae us, Jock?” hailed 
the captain. 

“ Tlie leeward edge o’ it, sir, is about a 
lioint atr the weather bow.” 

“ Aweel, I’ll licep iter as she gangs,” he said 
to Mr. lluitie. “Gif the auld Ilielan’ mon is 
alive .an’ wcel, lie maun bo pleased wi’ the 
sight o’ our top-Iiamperl” 

“ Tliero’s a lialo crew o’ people on the ice, 
sir!” came now from the main royal. 

" Tliey hae just appeared frae bohint a 
ridge, sir, an’ are tinning to the side,” said 
the man at tlie fore. 

“ Twenty or tlicrthy—an’ there’s women 
among tliom, slrl” said Jock at the m.ain. 


The southern portion of tlie ice-field boro 
east by north, and we wore standing duo 
east, with tlie wind nortliwest. It was Cap¬ 
tain McDonald’s intention to run past its 
southwest point and round to under its lee. 
But now Donald McGregor sang out from 
the fore-royal-raast: 

“ Boat, O! About a point forward of the 
weather beam, sir 1” 

Wo immediately Jinuled up north by east, 
leaving the ice about throe miles to tlie lee¬ 
ward, and stood for the boat, whicli was five 
miles off. She proved to bo tlie yawl of tlie 
Irisli liiig Catlileon. Her crew informed ns 
tliat on the previous niglit, tlie brig iiad struck 
an iceberg and instantly foundered. Wlieii 
tlie fog cleared aw.w tliey attempted to reach 
a vessel to the north of them', but failing in 
this and discovering the Canibnskeniictli, 
they pulled towards us. Tliey were twenty- 
two in number, men and women, and iiad 
left seventeen otliers on tlie ice, besides an 
old man wliom they found there. All this 
wo learned as tliey scramblsd one after 
anotlier up tlie side. 

“Heaven be tliaiikitl” exclaimed Captain 
McDonald, turiiing to Margaret, “ tlie auld 
grandslre is safe I sae greet namair, lass! An’ 
here,” receiving in ills arms a little girl from 
tlie boat, “ is anitlier little lassie tliat will liae 
need o’ lioveringl Hoot awa’, nool but 
tliere’s aiie mickle like ye, aboard tlie ship, 
sae yo’s no be lanesome.” 

Tliere was aii astonished cry from Margaret, 
and springing forward slie cauglit tlie little 
stranger in lier arms—no stranger to her! It 
was Flora, tlie stolen twin of Jessie! The 
captain of the Catlilcen explained that a 
gipsey family had taken passage witli lilm 
from Cork for Halifax; but that, witli the ex¬ 
ception of this beautiful child, tliey iiad all 
perislied among tlie broken masses of ice. 
The old Highlandman, lie said, whom he so 
strangely discovered, recognized the little 
girl witli tlie first light of moniing—indeed, 
lie appeared to liave been expecting lier, 
Iiaving seen her in a vision; and tlioiigh lie 
had siilfered mucli on tlie ice, lie had all a 
Iligblaiider's contempt for hardsliip. 

“ When we left the iceberg in our boat,” 
said the captain, “ with tlie Intention of 
cither intercepting the vessel wo saw or 
making Cape llaco, the eld man prayed us to 
bo * unco tender o’ the woo bairn, an’ sen’ 
ward o' Iier to Sandy Gordon, in the States.’ ” 

And now, assured of lier grandfather’s 
safety, and overwhelmed with joy at the re- 
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atorallon ol ner who Seemed to have rained 
down from heaven, Margaret could look with 
rapture toward the Ico-llcld. Wo wore 
ni'unnd southeast, and passing the soiitli- 
westorii corner of the ice, came up in the 
wind witli mir Iiead to the westtvard. Soon 
oid Grandsirc Gordon trod tiio deck, while 
Margaret, and Jessie, and Flora were all 
smotiicring Iiim at once with their dear fncea 
and arms. 

AVo now bore up for Halifax, to land tho; 
Cathleen’s people, but next morning foil in 
with a British frigate and transferred them 
to her. 

“ There’s ane that maun na gae wi’ them I” 
said Margaret, playfully, clasping little Flora. 
“ O, to think how it might have been 1 But 
for tho had Jordys, and tho cruel ico, and 
tho kind Captain McDonald, how sulr would 
hae been myhe.art to-day 1” 

AVith tile strangers gone, the Camhuskon- 
nelh stood southwest. Mary Campbell was 
glad for her friend, but her own sadness ap¬ 
peared even heavier tliaii before. If Allan 
soidd have lived to meet her—but now, who 
would welcome her to tho new world ? How 
often had Allan sailed in a ship like this. 
How often ho had responded to the ery of 
“ eight bells!” bow often stood .at the wheel, 
or laid out on the rocking yard. 

Tlie Nova Scotian coast was left astern. 
Cape Cod w.as passed, .and tho shoals of Nan¬ 
tucket boro cast-north-east. But now tho 
sky tbickoned, and a fierce easterly storm 
was at hand. Already it blow a gale. 

“AVe cann.a w.ark out o* tills bight o’ tho 
co.ast,” I heard tho captain say to the mate. 
"Wo inaun cither gae in or gae ashore. I’ll 
keep tlie tapgallant-sails on her, an’ what sho 
cenna carry she maun drag!’’ 

But he presently changed his mind. Dark¬ 
ness came on, accompanied by such violent 
flaws that at last ho consented to compro- 
inlso with the elements by clewing np tho 
fore and inlzzcn topgallant-sails and the main¬ 
sail. Margaret and Mary came to my side 
wliile I was coiling a topgallant clewlino on 
its pin. They liad caught the fears of their 
fellow-p.Tssengers, and I was glad to rcasstiro 
them. 

“ Tho star that you see under tho foresail,” 
I said, “is Capo Houlopen Light, and we aro 
standing for Delaware Breakwater. In an 
hour wo shall be at anchor.” 

A d.ay later an item in the ship nows 


started Sandy Gordon down Delaware Bay In 
a steaming. It was this: 

"Below, at tlio Breakwater, ship Cambus- 
kenneth, McDonald, Greenock, fifty-seven 
days.” 

Nor was S.andy Gordon alone. Gieat was 
my astoiiisbment, I might almost say terror, 
when my well-remembered sbipmate Allan 
climbed from the steamer to onr deck. Mar¬ 
garet and Mary stood for a nioinent speech¬ 
less, then throw themselves frantic.ally uiion 
his breast. Soon he explained all. 

Immediately after my le.aving him at Port 
an Prince, he had manifested signs of life. It 
was the turn of tho fever. Upon recovering, 
lie left Htiyti in a vessel bound in search of 
tho treasure of a wreck sunk olT I’orto Bello. 
Ho obtained as his share some two tliou- 
sand dollars, and on arriving at Pliiltidelphia, 
learned from his father that none of his let¬ 
ters had been received, though he had writ¬ 
ten several. 

AVhat bliss for Mary Camphell! Sho was 
again tlie singing bird tiiat she liad been by 
“ Bonnie Doon,” and none could bave sup¬ 
posed that Allan and lierself had ever been 
estranged by a “ wee bit ” lovers’ quarrel. 

The good old ship, now taken in tow by 
tlio steamer, was walked straight up tlie Del¬ 
aware, and soon there was tho gesticulating 
and “ singing out” cdisequent upon liauling 
into berth. 

"Avast hauling with your headline! Ilaid 
away on your stern hawser I Let go that 
lino aboard the brig, then—eome up with it, 
with it, I say 1” 

And now the yards overshadow tlie wliarf, 
the jibboom reaebes to the stern of tlio next 
ship, and the spanker-boom is almost afoul of 
a brig’s flying-jibstay. Tho C’ainbiiskeniicth 
seems hardly the same ship in which I have 
been pitched and tumbled for fitty-seven 
days. 

Grandsirc Gordon was provided witli a 
pleasant home, where little Jessie and Flora 
played at his kneo. Allan and Mary wero 
soon married. As to Margaret and myself— 
why, to-day iny little ones are .all Highland¬ 
ers, for llieir motlier has told them so often 
of tho mountaineer, and how he 

"Around him threw 
His graceful plaid of varied hue,” 

that they wear their pretty aprons for tar¬ 
tans, and fashion miniature claymores to 
their own liking. 
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KAKCT OF THE HILL FARM. 
BT HBLBX I.XrQUEBB. 


Habby AtTSTiN got ap one lovely Jane 
morning, and while dressing himself 
glanced now and then down into the gar> 
den below* 

“ Come, Jay, get up,** said he. “ These 
people are not used to keeping the break* 
fast-table waiting, I imagine, for any one 
until this late hear, and beside, the morn¬ 
ing is heavenly.** 

“ What a jolly old place it isT* laughed 
Jay Canfield, from the bed where he lay 
yawning. “This old, weather-beaten, 
tumble-down house has very much the 
appearance of having been dropped down 
from past ages into this wilderness of 
shrubbery, lovely in bloom, and fragrant as 
the air of Eden. 1 catch sweet breaths 
floating in at the open window where I 
lie.** 

“But get up, for goodness sake, Jay, 
and poetize the rest of the day for all I 
care. I feel as if 1 could eat a whale, and 
my soul is panting to investigate the sur¬ 
roundings, and hie away to the trout stream 
the old farmer was talking about last 
night,*’ 

“ Nancy P* 

“O LoM! what a voice, and what a 
name P* exclaimed Jay, suddenly arising. 
“It knocks sentiment and poetry all to 
tatters.” 

“ lt*8 Hfs. Hatch, our lowly hostess, the 
farmer’s wife, calling to that lovely niece 
of hers,” replied Harry, stretching his 
head out of the windojv. 

An expression of disgust crossed the 
handsome face of Jay Canfield, as he stood 
before the very diminutive looking-glass 
tying his cravat, as he answered: 

Thank Heaven, we did not come up 
here wiUi the desire to find rustic beauties. 
If we had we should be most sadly disap¬ 
pointed, for I never saw such a set of 
coarse homely women in my life, as pre¬ 
sented themselves all along the road up 
from the station, and Mrs.. Hr.tch and 
Nancy are the ugliest of the lot. Ham 
the glass P* 

“What is the matter?** laughed Harry. 

It’s so.confounded crooked tiiat I can’t 
part my hair straight to save me.” 


“Nevermind, It is in keeping with the 
carpet. Did you ever see anything like it, 
Jay?” 

“ Often. It is what they call in the 
country a rag carpet. Like Joseph’s coat 
of many colors, it is, 1 think, in very bad 
taste. Cleanly scrubbed floors are infinite¬ 
ly to be preferred, according to my mind.” 

But why in the name of common sense 
couldn’t they have massed their colors, 
and made the thing with some slight re¬ 
gard to artistic principles ?” 

It is what they could do most easily, 
and is called, *hlt or miss.* ** 

“And missed it every timeP* laughed 
Harry, as he led the way down to the great 
bamlike kitchen where breakfast was wait¬ 
ing for them 

Mrs. Hatch was going about her work 
with a frown upon her face, that her city 
boarders concluded was in consequence of 
their tardiness, but which was habituaL 
Life to her was a dreary waste, and every¬ 
body poor dying mortals. Funerals and 
camp-meetings were a godsend. To hear 
sinners consigned to eternal perdition by 
wholesale, and neighbors to the grave, gave 
her a fresh opportunity to groan and sigh 
for days afterwards. 

Jay attempted an apology for being so 
late, bringing as an excuse the fatigue of 
the journey of the previous day. 

“It haint nothin* tu me if ye choose 
tu lay a bed and miss the pootyest part of 
the momin*, and eat a cold breakfast in¬ 
stead of a warm one. The loss is your 
own, I *8pose ;** and the rattling of the shin¬ 
ing milkpaus she was washing in a sink at 
the other end of the kitchen effectually 
drowned any reply her new boarders might 
choose to have made. 

“Nancy,” called she, “beyougoin* to 
chum this momin’ ?” 

“. Yes marm,” came in smothered tones 
from the regions cellar-wards. 

“ ’Cause if you had jest as lief, Jeff can 
do the churnin’ while you make some green 
currant pies. I’ve got tu mold up this 
here bread. It’s gettin* tu light.” 

The gentlemen finished their breakfast, 
while Mrs. Hatch and Nancy arranged 
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their plans for the day, and gladly betook 
themselves away from the discordant tones 
and unpleasant topics. As they strode 
down the verdant mountain path, with 
fishing-rods upon their shoulders. Jay 
broke the silence with: 

“I mean to ask Mrs. Hatch if she wont 
give me my breakfast in a napkin and per¬ 
mit me to find some mountain retreat 
where I can eat it, for Pil be blessed if I 
can endure the constant rasping of her 
voice; and, besides, who wants to see and 
hear the movement of all the squeaking 
cog wheels of their domestic machinery? 
If I am to have rhubarb and green'cufrant 
pies, I should enjoy them just as well if 
Mrs. Hatch dida*t inform its how they were 
to be made.” 

The two young gentlemen had sought 
this secluded mouhtaiu farmhouse for a 
quiet home during a couple of the hottest 
summer months. Fishing and seclusion 
■ being their object as well as the fine scen¬ 
ery, both being artists, each proposed se¬ 
lecting some view and copying it for the 
fall exhibition. 

When they returned to a late dinner, 
they found, to their astonishment^ their 
' room in the most immaculate order, and- a 
few days later had eadh cho'seuHhe subject 
for Iheir picture and worked steadily. 

Jay Oaiifield had 'selected a view‘of the 
old house (from a higher elevation) nestled 
' in a sea of green, with its barns and gran¬ 
aries beyond, its broken straggling fences 
and moss-covered stone walls, and' one 
daj’ ss he and his companion were return¬ 
ing from sketching they caught a glimpse 
of Nancy ascending one of the tnouutain 
paths. 

“ That girPhas not a bad figure,’ despite 
her ill-fitting gown,” said Harry. 

“ No, nor a bad face, save for its- pallor 
and immobility of feature,” returned Jay. 
“Let me see. We have been here ten 
days, and I believe I have not heard her 
utter a dozen words, and X am positive she 
never smiles. Such a grim cold face one 
rarely sees in so young a person. Then, 
loo, her hair would be beautiful ‘ upon 
another head-^as the poet has it: 

“ * Brown in the ehadow and golden in the sun.* ” 

“ Tes,” replied Harry, “ if in place of 
stretching it straight hack and knottingit 

• into an ugly wad at the backj she would 

• let it ripple and' wave as it should and as 


it wants to do, it would be very fine 
indeed.” 

The smallness of their bed-chamber, and 
the quaiititjr’of luggage they brought witli 
them gave little room for work, so the par¬ 
lor was offered to them gruffly by Mrs. 
Hatch, at her husband’s request, and here 
they spread their drawings and gave 
touches to their pictures when the day 
was too hot or sliowery to be abroad. 

Once upon returning they surprised 
Nancy, dust-brush in hand, standing oppo¬ 
site the easel upon which was the unfin¬ 
ished picture of Jay. So absorbed was 
she in the contemplation that she did not 
notice his entrance. Thinking, in lief ig¬ 
norance and uncultivated taste, that she 
would of coarse see nothing but beauty in 
the most common daub as well as this 
effort, he said: 

“Admiring my picture, are you. Miss 
Nancy ?” 

She turned a flushed and starUed face 
for an instant upon him, while her steel 
gray eyes flashed at his patronizing tone 
and manner. 

“No sir,” she returned, shortly. “lam 
libt admiring your picture.” 

“O, indeed! Will yoube so good as to 
tell me why you: do not like it?” And 
“there was a touch of sarcasm in hie tbue. 

“ It is too green.” 

“ It is at least true to nature. The old 
house is almost swallowed up by its wfCath 
of surrounding foii^e.” 

“NatureIsn’t always beautiful, and the 
view at this season is one of its ugliest. I 
like it with the neutral tints of autumn. 
Then it would make a lovely picture; or, 
ak a winter scene, cold and bare, like’some 
lives, without a winning attribute or single 
attraction. But —” 

As if suddenly recollecting herself she 
again flushed up to the temples, and with 
downcast eyes stole from the room, leaving 
Jay Canfield rooted to the spot with cha¬ 
grin and surprise. Upon relating the epi¬ 
sode afterwards to Harry, he said: 

“Who is this plain country girl who 
talks of ‘neutral tints,’ and learnedly 
compares desolate lives to a dead wlute 
winter scene? Really, her words were 
eloquent, earnest and grammatical, and 
her voice low and not unmusical.” 

“ Some princess in disguise, no doubt,” 
laughed Harry. “You may go in raptures 
if you will, because the girl does not talk 
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tad grammar like her dismal relative in 
the kitchen, or because she may have a bit 
of common sense wrapped up in that unde¬ 
monstrative, frigid body of hers. But as 
for myself, I beg to be escused from even 
the ghost or shadow of interest in the rus¬ 
tic maiden. The fact is, she is not my 
style.” 

But, in spite of his friend’s railleiy, Jay 
found himself constautiy watching J^ancy 
as she moved about her work, her face 
shaded by a great sunbonnet, so that he 
could hardly ever catch a glimpse of it 
which bad revealed its self-experience, and 
was’ almost beautiful when bending over 
his picture. She seemed more than ever 
to shun every one, was intent upon her 
work, rarely ever speaking, and always ab¬ 
sorbed and moody. 

“Pm not in .the vein for anything but 
idleness,” said Jay, one day, ** so suppose 
we go fishing?” ‘ ! 

Harry acquiesced, and they were soon 
threading the shaded paths of the coveted 
trout stream. They had often observed a 
more obscured trail than the one they 
usually followed, and as it also led down¬ 
ward ‘and toward their destination, and 
being in au exploring mood, they aban¬ 
doned the old and well-tried one for the 
new. But after a half hour’s walk they 
. found themselves, to all appeur^ce, as far 
from the fisliing-grounds as ever, and near 
some rude habitation. A straggling fence 
shut in a small garden, with a little cabin 
keeping guard over the small domain. 
Everything was weedy and overgrown. A 
deep dell or ravine was betw^a them and 
the cottage^ tite foliage about dense, and 
they were lookihg for some means of cross¬ 
ing the stream (which at some periods of 
the year must have held brawling waters), 
when their ^tentioii was arrested by the 
appEpach of some one, and botli instantly 
recognized Nancy of the Hill Fann. 

She came along with her peculiar light 
swaying and easy motion, whicli even Har¬ 
ry admitted was gracelul, despite the hoop¬ 
less gown which clung to her. Unconscious 
of their presence, she paused upon the 
very edge of the chasm, and, reaching up, 
caught the limb of au overhanging willow, 
and with a sudden spring, lauded safely 
upou the opposite side. 

Jay Canfield ami his companion held 
their breath as she accomxilUUed the dan¬ 
gerous feat, saw her enter the cottage, and 


presently come out again, reading an old 
woman whose gropiug manner and trem¬ 
bling shuffling steps proclaimed her to be 
blind. Placing an easy-ebair in the shade 
of a giant butternut which towered over 
the little dooryard, Nancy seated her help¬ 
less companion, and began to adjust her 
cap and smooth her hair, and make other 
little alterations in her toilet. 

Harry was just about to step forth from 
his concealment and ask of Nancy the di¬ 
rection to the brook they were in search 
of, when Jay interposed with: 

I’m tired. Let us rest for a few mo¬ 
ments.” And he sank upon a half-decayed 
log. 

“Fra agreed,” responded Harry, “espe¬ 
cially as we have the unexpected vision of 
Nancy in the’new role "of a Sister of 
ilercy.” 

“1 couldn’t come earlier,^’ said Nancy, 
pinning the’ white 'handkerchief in neater 
folds about the neck of the old woman; 
aiidthen seating'herself at her feet,‘she 
coniinueU, *• There was mpre than usual 
to do, it was bakihg-tlay, and Aunt Bet¬ 
sey cross and ' provoking. And 1 <^inot 
spend too much time oiit here, for I must 
get'back before tea-time, and your bed re¬ 
quires making; and Something mustbe de¬ 
vised for your supper. What ^ali it be ?” 

“0 Hiss ■Nancy, let it all go. Whea 
Simoii^coiiles iiomC he will'git up'sbme- 
thing. You just talk to me every biassed 
minute. O, how i have lodged to'see you, 
deary i” 'Aud her trembling old hand 
’ sought the soft browu hair of the giri'at 
her feet with a reverential and care^lng 
touch. 

**l)o you know, Mrs. Buel, that coming 
to see you every day is the only pleasant 
event in my li fe, and I shall miss it when 
T am gouti, as X know you will?” And she 
look llie old and wrinkled hands in her 
own fine and flexible ones. 

“ Gone?” repeated the old woman, in a 
subdued' whisper, 

“Yes, gone, my dear Hrs, Buel. I am 
really 'going away, at last, but not until 
you are cared for, I have already secured 
the services of a young girl, whom I will 
pay as long as she remains with you.” 

“May Heaven bless you, my dear Miss 
' Nancy I If you will be happier I ought to 
submit cheerfully, but— 

kSpriuging to her feet, Nancy exclaimed, 
with a voice almost harsh and discordant: 
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“Happy? How often have I told yon, 
Hrs> Buel, that there was no such thing as 
happiness in the World ? It is a miserable 
cheat and delusion. I hate the very term, 
and any human being who professes to be¬ 
lieve hi or enjoy it. They are hypocrites 
and liars T’ 

Her attitude was that of a tragic queen 
—her glance went over and beyond the 
worn face and sightless eyes raised with 
mute depreciation to her own. 

“ When I think of it,” she continued, 
apparently speaking more to herself than 
her companion, “when I think of what 
the world calls society—the silly women, 
eagerly believing young girls, whose souls 
are wrapped up in the gewgaws of fashion, 
and the conceited puppets dancing about 
them in masculine attire, whom they fancy 
possess hearts—'the creatures who in a 
year after marriage neglect and disgust 
their wives, who must still ever wear the 
smile of happiness upon their faded faces, 
like withered flowers upon a corpse, I can 
scarcely restrain my feelings. Talk to me 
of happiness! I tell you it is but mi empty 
sound—a tinkling cymbal. The wbole 
world may go on in its mad dance after the 
will-o’-the-wisp they call happiness, but as 
for myseif, i’ll seek misery and the wretch¬ 
ed for companionship. Were Aunt Betsey 
less dismal and woebegone—less imhappy 
than she is, I would not have made her 
home mine. And were you, Hrs. Buel, 
less an object of commiseration, with the 
blank sightless life before and around yon, 
I should uot be here now- I tell you mis¬ 
ery likes company.” 

During the latter part of the speech her 
attitude lost its frigidity, and seemed to 
melt, as it were, while her voice softened 
from its hmd and metallic rlug and high 
pitch, and sinking again to the feet of 
the old lady, a pensive expression rested 
upon her face. 

“Sing to me, my poor child. There is 
rest and happiness in heaven, thank God. 
Sing me something of that land.” 

Dropping her hands into her lap and lift¬ 
ing her face upward, looking beyond the 
towering forest trees, Nancy sang “Bear 
me away oh your snowy wings,” with such, 
richness of voice, such pathos of accent 
and manner, as to bring tears to the old 
sightless eyes, and to others she wot not of, 
on the other side of the little chasm. As 
she concluded, she arose and entered the 


cottage, and began her work of preparing 
for the comfort of the helpless old crea¬ 
ture and her husband, who labored all day 
upon the Hill Pann- 

Feeling very like culprits, Jay and Harry 
stole away; and when fully out of sight 
and bearing, Jay broke the silence, 

“Ifeel as if I had been witnessing a 
fine tragedy. What do you think of this 
girl now?” 

“ By Jove I you are right, old fellow. She 
is, indeed, no common person, and the 
world and fashionable life nothing new to 
her; though I can’t conceive why she 
should settle down as a drudge here.” 

“ There have been some dark passages, 
ay, and bitter ones in her life.” 

“ She is an enigma I don’t care to solve. 
The voice of a nightingale—the talents of 
a Siddous, and the tastes of a washer¬ 
woman are incongruities I cannot reconcile 
with my ideas of a lady or womanly refine¬ 
ment.” 

After this Jay ceased almost entirely to 
work upon his picture, and lay idly about, 
appwently reading, but in reality endeav¬ 
oring to catch stray glimpses of Nancy, 
who was, as tisual, shrouded in her sun- 
bonnet And one day, as the young men 
returned from a tramp over the hUls, 
Mrs. Hatch seemed more cross aud dismal 
than ever. 

“You’ll have to take things arterthis 
about as ye kin catch it, I reckon,” she 
groaned. ” Nancy up and left all of a sud- 
dent.” 

The gentlemen not only expressed their 
surprise, but looked it 

“ Yes,” continued her husband, as he 
seated himself at the supper-table, “ she is 
a queer creatur. It’s jest about a year 
ago Biuce she lighted down, or rather up, 
here. She is my sister’s ouly darter, and 
was bom in some heathenish country—I 
disremember where—but believe it was 
France.” 

“She is your niece, then?” ventured 
Canfield. 

“ Yes, and her mother was a great scol- 
lard before her, and married above her 
family, and went over to the old world and 
lived and died there. Her child, Nancy, 
she tells me, travelled for years with her 
father. She was educated in a convent, 
and to my mind, that’s what makes her so 
queer. She said that her mother told her 
that my Betsey had the onbappiest dispeiv 
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sition she ever knowed, and if yer helieve 
me, she said if ’twant for that she would 
never have sarched us out.” 

“Is her father living?*’ questioned 
Harry. 

“ Don’t know. She said he was dead ter 
her, and that’s all I could find out. She 
had lots of money, but that didn’t ma.ke 
no difference. She wanted to lam to do 
all kinds of housework, and wanted to stay 
and work for her board, and a right smart 
hand she proved,” 

“ That’s what yer always sayin’,” snap¬ 
ped Mrs. Hatch. “ You never took inter 
account the batches and batches of bread, 
pies and cakes she spiled afore she lamed 
anything; and now, just as she got ter 
beiu’ useful, she ups and leaves. Never 
tells a body where she is going, nuther.” 
And she set the black earthen tea^t down 
with a slam that threatened its utter de¬ 
struction. '■ 

Days passed, and life at the Hill 
grew unbearable. The pastry which had 
always been so delicious from Nancy’s 
hands was miserable, plainly showing that 
she had improved upon her aunt’s receipts. 
And added to many other discomforts were 
the constant fretting and grumbling of Mrs. 
Hatch. Jeff, the boy of all work, now be¬ 
came the object of her continual wrath, 
and Jay Canfield, having lost all interest 
in painting and trouting (with his friend 
Harry) sought other scenes. They were 
among the earliest to return to the city, 
and soon were engrossed with its business 
and pleasures, although Jay constantly 
dwelt npon Nancy of the Hill Farm as he 
saw her at the cottage of the poor blind 
woman, and sleeping or waking he was 
haunted by the sad and exquisite song she 
sang so divinely. 

One evening he attended a fashionable 
party. As he entered the elegant and bril¬ 
liantly-lighted parlor, he was conscious of 
a flood of melody rising and swelling in 
waves of sound delicious and intoxicating. 
A lady sat at the piano, dressed in a robe 
of rich gray silk, lavishly trimmed with 
costly lace. Hare jewelry was sprinkled in 
her soft bright wavy hair, and upon her 
white and shapely hands. A knot of gen¬ 
tlemen had crowded about and almost hid 
her. Yet Jay caught atone glimpse all 
Hie details of the exquisite form and attire. 
Unconsciously, and as one in a dream, he 
drew near. At that instant the song 


ceased; the lady arose amid the thanks 
and plaudits of her surrounding admirers, 
and turning with a haughty inclination of 
her head, walked away, leaning upon the 
arm of the host. Then Jay recognized 
Nancy of the Hill Farm—though as unlike 
that personage as a butterfly to a grub—so 
much for surroundings, and dress, anil 
great power of acting. 

Later in the evening he stood before her 
receiving a formal introduction to “ Miss 
Bethune,” and the next moment they 
were promenading. The unpleasant pause 
was first broken by the gentleman saying: 

‘^Dare I claim an old acquaintance iix 
Miss Bethune?” 

“If it is worth your seeking, Mj. 
Caiifield ?” 

“ I think it Is, as I learned to respect and 
revere you in a humble situation.” 

“ I was particularly unhappy, and wished 
to find the most honorable and at the same 
time wretched home, and the experiment 
was a success.” She laughed, as she spoke, 
revealing, what he had before noticed, a 
rare set of teeth. 

As Hiey parted that night be received 
permission to visit her. She was staying 
with some friends just then, but expected 
soon to go South for the winter. Jay’s 
infatuation was complete, and the one 
visit became many, and at last, upon a 
propitious occasion, he found himself with 
his heart in his hand at her feet. The 
pale troubled face of Nina Bethune (as 
her friends called her) grew very rosy as 
he pleaded his love. 

“ I am not worthy this honor,” she said,^ 
feelingly. I had thought my heart was 
dead, and every hope blasted.' But one 
short year ago, if any one had predicted 
that I would even have listened with pa¬ 
tience to the vows of man, I would have 
laughed the idea to scorn. But you have 
won the remnant of this heart of mine; 
and after you have heard my story, if you 
still wish to link your life with mine, I 
consent.” 

She told him of her engagement to one 
who had proved false even at the last mo¬ 
ment, while she stood in her bridal robes 
and with her brow covered with orange 
blossoms. The guests came, hut no be¬ 
trothal. At that very hour he was being 
whirled away with another as fast as steam 
could convey them. He had eloped with 
one of her most cherished and intimate 
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friends. Added to this overwhelming 
trial and morttdcatlon was the marriage 
of her father—her only parent, to a woman 
vain and capricious, and who at once be* 
gan making her-Iife wretched by her jeal¬ 
ousy and petty persecutions. In conclusion, 
she said: 

“ i resolved to leave my father’s home 
before the influence of his wife bad quite 
annihilated his love. I had money and 
position, but having drank deep of the 
bitter cup of sorrow and disappointment, 
until my very nature seemed to have 
turned to gall, I could not endure society. 
Its hollow pretences and harsh criticisms 
were intolerable. Hememberlug to have 
heard my sainted mother speak of her 
humble relations of the Hill Farm, and of 
the unhappy disposition of the wife her 
brother had married, the strange fancy 
seized me to seek them and And refuge 
and rest in their quiet home. X found 
pleasure in their monotonous life. Its 
drudgery took me out of myseif some¬ 
what, though 1 was conscious of a growing 
and morbid hatred of everyliting human 
save those who sufllered like myseif, either 


mentally or physically. I discarded every¬ 
thing 1 used to delight in—thought myself 
dead to things of beauty forever—and 
loved to dress in the coarsest and most un¬ 
couth garments until you came, bringing 
with you the. odor of the world I had ab¬ 
jured. The retmement, so striking by 
contrast with my relatives, and the sur¬ 
roundings, once more allured me, and 
discontent crept in with the ghost of past 
memories, and Aunt Betsey and her home 
grew intolerable. So I left and dashed 
once more into fashionable life, and Fate 
—white-handed and inexorable Fate— 
that goddess of joy and sorrow, has drawn 
our lives together, to be united, if you 
will, for 1 am powerless to resist—^for—I— 
I—” 

“What?” questioned Jay, holding 
tightly her two pretty hands within his 
own as she faltered, with her voice sinking 
mtu a low and sweet whisper. 

“ I fear I have learned to love you.” 

“Enough,” he exclaimed, folding her 
to his heart. “ Heaven bless you, darling. 
Henceforth it shall be my joy to make 
your life bright and happy.” 
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NAN’S PELARGONIUM. 

BY AUGUST BEI.L. 


CHAPTER I. 

A YOUNG gill liui Up tlio broad stairway to 
Nan’s room, licr liamls full of fragrant wliUo 
datfudils. 

“ Pin coming right In, dear,” sho called out. 
“ I have something swcot here to make you 
wake up.” 

" Pm not asleep,” said Nan, reaching for 
the llowors. But tho daylight was shut out 
of tlie rooFii by yellow damask curtains, and 
Nan Van Lew herself lay among soft pillows 
on tho .sofa, still in her pretty embroidered 
cainl.sole, her hair half unbound, with last 
night's pulVri and powder not yet brushed out 
of it. 

‘‘It Is like a drcam-palace in hero!” ex¬ 
claimed her Cousin Gertie. “Yon don’t 
know how bright tho sun is outside, and, 
only think, I found theso dafTodils blooming 
out in that mite of n gra.s3 plot behind tho 
house. It does seem so good to see a flower 
growing in tho city. You dear, dear llttlo 
whUo datVodilsl” 

“Pul them In tho vase, Gertie, do,” .said 
Nan, twljiing her pretty Inaiuls above her 
)io-n), as if sho w’Ore tired of everything. 
“Did you sec the splendid bouquet I brought 
from tho party last night? Look at It, If you 
want to; It’s somowhero there on tho dress¬ 
ing-table.” 

“ONan, whogavollloyou?” asked Gertie, 
caressing tho camellias* and rosobuds, ad- 
ralrlngly. 


“I’m sure I don't want to rcmcmborl” 
said Nan, wearily, “ I bellevo It was Captalu 
Darrell; bo was tho first goiitloman 1 mot os 
I came from the dressing-room.” 

“Wlio danced with you, Nan?‘and how 
many times did you dance? Do tell mo all 
about It,” pleaded Gertie, with Iho enthusi¬ 
astic curiosity of sl.xtccn. 

“ Roach mo my card of engagements then,” 
said Nan, rousing a iittio; “there it is tied 
up with white ribbon. Well, first Wtis tho 
Portland Fancy, and that I danced with 
Captain Darrell, of course. I couldn’t do less, 
bccauso of tho bouquet. Ho’s such an Indo¬ 
lent, handsome, flattering fellow, Pm sure I 
hope he don’t moan lialf ho says. Before I 
hardly know it I had promised him at least 
two dances at Mrs. Bocage’s parly to-morrow 
evening. And that’s such a bore, to bo 
engaged bcforcimnd. It makes it look so 
marked, Just the thing I want to avoid. 
What’s tho next on the c.ard, Gertie?” 

“ Galop quadrille,” said Gertie, all eager 
interest. “ These pencil marks arc blurred 
60 1 can't read them, but It looks like Mr. 
Dlmock’s name.” 

“Just so,” replied Nan,half smiling; “you 
have seen him hero to dinner. lie’s fifty 
years old, and quite flnC'looklng, you know, 
besides the charm his fortune gives him. Ho 
Is rather Btout, but I believe ho dances all 
tho bettor for It. Ho took mo down to sup¬ 
per, too, and saw that I had plenty to cat, 
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■which U more Ihnn half of thorn do. Ono 
gels huugry dnnciiig till midnight, Qcitle.” 

“ Tho next was the Caledonian,” said Gor- 
tio, studying tho card. 

“ O yes, that I danced with young Itohorls, 
a duty danco, because ho was sou of tho 
hostess. And Isn’t tho next a polka redowa? 
Harry Moado was iny partner In that, and, 
Gertie, he’s perfectly lovely hi the redowa. 
I’d rather danco It with him than any ono I 
know, except, of course, dear old Phil, If ho 
wore hero. O doarl” 

"ONan,” said Gertie, quickly, “ did yousco 
any of his family ? did they say anything 
about him?” 

“ Yes, his two sisters wore Ihorc, Rosy and 
Maud. How Maud Stovons does flirt 1 I 
couldn’t got near her, but Rosy and I had a 
little t.alU in tho corner, and she says they 
haven’t heard ono word from Phil yet, and 
they are afraid something dreadful has hap¬ 
pened. Only think, Gertie, four long months, 
and they used to hoar by every steamer. Of 
course, I don’t want to show how much I care, 
and I know Rosy thinks Pm heartless, for 
right in tho midst of our conversation up 
came Captain Darrell for a waltz I had prom¬ 
ised him, and I had to smile and he as gay as 
possible, and go whirling oil' in his arms.” 

" 0 ifan, I am so sorry. How hard it is I” 
murmured Gertie, who was tho most sympa- 
thotle of eonfld.aiitcs. 

“Ah, hut that Isn’t tho worst of It," said 
Nan, with a darkoulug face. “Uncle had mo 
in tho library yesterday for a full hour, while 
you were out walking, and told mo pretty 
plainly that all ho Invited you and me hero 
to live for, was to get us well settled in life. 
As I am oldest, I must go first, anil ho scolded 
well because I had let the winter p.iss wltli- 
out being engaged. Of course, ho wasn't 
really wrathfiil and throatculng; you know 
tho odd joking way ho has of putting every¬ 
thing; hut thoro was a determined look in 
his eyes tliat made nio feel ho was in earnest 
beneath it all. Ho says if 1 don’t choose some 
one else in loss than a month he will toll Mr. 
Diinock ho may have mo and welcome. Ho 
likes Mr. Dimock, you know, thinks he's such 
a suhstautlal man, aud so forth. I don’t 
know what to do, Gertie. I’m half worried 
to death. If I could only hear from Phil I 
But there, thcro’s no use fretting; perhaps ho 
fs a flirt, and don’t care a pin for mo." 

“0 Nan,” said Gertie, Impidsivoly, “don’t 
ever feel that way. Phil will come back, and 
you will marry him, and It will all como right.’’ 


Nan smiled a Ilttlo wearily. " You’re Just 
at schoolgirl ago, Gertie, and all tho romances 
you read “ como right” in tho end. If I wore 
a threc-volumed novel I should cxircct to go 
through everything and end In happiness. 
Rut real living along from day to day Is a 
dlll'eront thing. I hate myself for lying hero 
in this norvoless way. If I get tip aud dress, 
Gertie,'will you go to walk with mo? I wish 
wo could walk, and walk, and keep on walk¬ 
ing till wo got to California, or somewhere 1” 

“ If shoos only wouldn’t wear out,” said 
Gertie, looking at tho roughened too of her 
boot. "I’ll tell you wliero we’ll go. Nan; 
let’s go to tho greenhouse, and look at all 
the plants and flowers. You don’t know 
how pollto tho gardener Is, and it is such a 
lovely place. I want to buy some pansy 
roots, too, and it will ho such a good ojipor- 
tunlly.” 

“ Very well,” replied Nan, springing up, “ I 
will go, and have a quiet morning, and forgot 
all about Undo Ron and Mr. Dlmock. I 
iiiean to forget everything for once, and make 
believe It Is all coming right. I’ll be ready in 
ten inhmtcs, Gertie; run aud get on your 
hat.” 

In half an hour more Nan Van Lew, In 
her dainty walking suit, with her bright- 
eyed young Cousin Gertie, went leisurely 
along the main street, enjoying the fresh 
spring air, and the budding beauty of tlio 
trees, which were just beginning to show 
their tender green leaves. 

A tall elegant gentleman passing down tho 
other side of tho street raised his hat to Nan. 

“Who is it. Nan?” asked Gertie. “Hols 
very haudsomo, but I don’t like his looks 
exactly. Ho don’t look as if he would bo in 
earnest about anythlug,” 

“ Maybe not. That’s Captain Darrell, Ger¬ 
tie. Rut here. Isn’t this the turn we take to 
reach your greeiihouso'?” 

“ Yes, it’s just around tho other coriier,” 
saiil Gertie, taking tho lead now. “There, 
wo are Just coining in sight of It. Jnstseo 
all lliose tcrr.aees on the side hill, and Im.ag- 
Ino how beautiful they will bo next summer 
—ono brilliant blazing mass of flowci-sl I 
'know Just where the ribbon beds are to bo, 
and whoro all tho dlfforent colors of phloxes 
will bo set. Those mounds are full of gladio¬ 
lus bulbs. Wont they bo splendid In July 
and August, Nan? Jlr. Wray told mo just 
how ho had grouped them, when 1 was hero 
last time.” 

“Is Mr. Wray tho gardener?” asked Nan, 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



smiling. “ You and ho seem to bo oxcellont 
friends, Gortlo.” 

“ O, lio Is very kind to me,” said Gortlo, 
frankly; “and ho scorns like people I used 
to know at homo, before I camo to llvo with 
uncle, All our friends earned their own liv¬ 
ing ono way or another, and they seemed 
straightforward and honest. Just ns Jlr. Wray 
does. Whon unclo’s visitors como they mnko 
mo feel awkward and frightened, but people 
like Mr. Wray put mo perfectly at my case.” 

“Spoken Uko a charaploti, Gertie 1” said 
Nan. “ Hilt hero wo nro at tho gate. Is that 
your Mr. Wray Ihoro In his shirt sleeves, dig¬ 
ging holes in the ground f” 

“Yes; ho always does tho transplanting,” 
answered Gertie. “Let’s go along up tho 
path, and I will speak to him.” 

Tho young man looked up from his work 
as they approached, and greeted them with a 
ple.'isnnt “good-morning, ladles.” lie was a 
young Scotchman, with a shrewd, kindly 
face, who made a science of his hnslucss, and 
loved his flowers ns if they were friends. 
Gertie’s enthusiasm for his greenhouse pels 
had made him hotter acquainted with her 
than with his customers generally. 

“ May I take my cousin all atonnd tho 
greenhouse, Mr. Wray?” asked Gertie. "I 
want to show her your beautiful plants, and 
I want to get two or three roots of pansies, 
to blossom till summer in my room. I can’t 
have any place for a garden, yon know, but 
they will live In tho window, wont they. If I 
put them in great boxes of earth?” 

“Oyes,” replied the gardener, "only you 
must not give them too inucb heal, nor pot 
them too much. I will give yon a plenty of 
rich soil around the roots. I havo them hero 
ill a hotbed, and you can take your choice.” 

“01 O!" exetahned Nan and Gcrlle, both 
in delight, as lie led tlioni to the corner wliero 
the pansies wore, and lifled the glass frame 
from over Ihciii. They wove in full bloom, 
grc.al bcantifiil things looking right up in tho 
faco of tho sun, of every shade and tint, 
from tho deepest purple-black, through all 
tlio varieties of hionzo and golden, royal pur¬ 
ple, hhio and lavender, down to pearly-wliito. 

" Only ton cents apiece,” said Gertie, con¬ 
gratulating herself that she had half a dollar 
ill her purse. “ I can take five. Come, Nan, 
help me choose tlioin.” 

They wore quickly clioson and set .aside, 
a black ono, a golden one, a bTllllant purple 
with a yellow eyo, a whito one, and ono of 
rosy Ulac. 


“You havo tho choicest varieties there," 
said Mr, Wray. " I will bring them to your 
house this afternoon. They are too heavy 
for you to carry now.” 

“ 0, and then perhaps you will show mo 
bow to set them out!” exclaimed Gertie, 
well plo.ased, while Nan arched her eyebrows 
and scanned the young gardener with a quiz¬ 
zical air, 03 if to see and ridicule any advau- 
tago ho might take of Gertie’s familiarity. 

lie colored very slightly, not at Gertie’s 
words, hut at Nan’s look, mid turning aside 
opened thogreenliouso door for them to enter. 

Nan’s mood changed when she entered 
there, among the rows upon tows of flourish¬ 
ing plants, most of them in bloom, fragrant 
and beautiful. Tho great pure calla lilies, 
tho spicy carnations, the hrilUaut varieties of 
geraniums, tho primroses, and fuchsias, and 
lovely monthly roses—they could not fall to 
reach a warm corner in her heart, which was 
really a true womanly one, whon fashion was 
not playing pranks with it. 

“IIow much better it Is, after all,” shs 
thought to herself, “ to havo one’s business 
among plants and flowers, and to ho con¬ 
stantly with them, than to llvo in barracks, 
and go on dress parade, like that flirting 
Captain Darrell, or to he always thinking of 
bales of cotton and dry goods, like Uncle 
Ben and Mr. Dimock, or to bo forovov ohang- 
iug and fickle, likollarry Meade.” 

And then with a sigh slio thought of Phil 
Stevens, lie was always manly and ambi¬ 
tious; lie was an engineer, and trained his 
tlionglits to grapple with rocks, and moun¬ 
tain ranges, mid river beds. There was some: 
thing ill that that seemed splendid to Nan, 
hut she did not daro to think long about it, 
ho w.as so far away. lie might bo dead now, 
for no ono heard from him, at all. There 
was tcrtiblo snsponso and pain in thinking 
of Phil Stevens now. 

“ What beautiful new flowers these nrol" 
she exclaimed, suddenly turning her thoughts 
to tho broad shelf of plants before her. 

“ Tboy look liko bushes of pink and rose- 
colored pansies,” said Gertie. “See, tboy 
havo Just the pansy marking, just that bright 
air, as if they wore faces looking at you, 
lint the green leaf Is llko a geranium. Is It 
a geranium, Mr. Wray.” ' 

“ They are pelargonium," ho replied, “ of 
the geranium family, hut diflerlng from tho 
plants usually called by that name. I havo 
twelve varieties hero; you sco how they dif¬ 
fer In size mid color.” 
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“I really tliink I must have one,” said 
Nan. ” 1 don’t care inucli for flowers usually, 
but these lake my fancy. Now, lierc is one 
I like very much; the flower is not so very 
Jai'ij'e, hut it Is a beauty 1” 

” That is the Duchess of Devon,” said the 
gardener; “it is fragrant, too, and llie only 
sweet-scented pelarginiium that we have.” 

And he pinched off a leaf for Gertie, that 
she might gel the perfume. 

“Just think liow geraniums blossom,” 
said Nan; “ pretty nearly all tlie year round. 
And‘I sup|H>su tljese do the same. I sliould 
like this Duchess of Devoti, Mr. Wray.” 

” 1 must not mislead you,” he said,smiling; 

“ they are related to the geraniums, but they 
do not bloom so freely. This plant will go 
on blooming now for a season, till June, 
maybe, but tlien tiio blossoms will slop alto¬ 
gether, and it will simply rest and grow till 
the year comes round to another spring.” 

“I don’t know as I mind that,” said Nan, 
pleasantly. ” It is a way we all have. No 
one can he blooming and beautiful the whulo 
lime, year in and year out. I sympathize 
witli tiic Duchess of Devon. I will lake it, 
Mr. Wray.” 

“Sliall I bring it to you with lim pansies?” 

” O no. I want to take it myself; tbe pot 
is not very large. I can carry it easily, you 
sec, and now it is mine, I want it at once.” 

Ami .slio took iicr unwonted burden into 
her liands. 

“ I almost wish I could carry my pansies, 
loo,” said Gertie, impulsively. “ Hut you’ll 
bring tlmm up soon, wont you, Mr. Wray, 
and show me bow to set them out?” 

“Yes, indeed, I will,” lie answered in a 
prompt friendly manner, tliat made Nan 
tliink again witli sumo aimiscmont, Iiow 
good friends her cousin and the young Scotch 
gardener seemed to be. 

“Who would have thought of my going 
out and buying a pelargonium this morning?” 
lauglied Nan, gayly, as they walked along tlio 
street liomoward. “ I never knew there was 
such a plant in cxi^nce hefurc. Dul it is 
lovely, and 1 mean to get a great deal of good^, 
from it. It will be a relief from constaijl 
dross-making, and party-going, and husband¬ 
hunting, and bitter vanities, to watch these 
little buds come and grow into blossoms. I 
mean to give myself a vacation from worldii- 
ness while the pelnrgonimn blossoms, and I 
realize more now, Gertie, how yon feel about 
your daffodils. I shouldn’t wonder if flowers 
were little angels I” 


CHAPTER IT. 

“ WiiAT’B ail this? What’s all this?” ex¬ 
claimed Mr. Uenjamin Van Low, coming 
noisily into the library, where Nan stood. 
“ Who rang tlio door-bell and came in a few 
minutes ago?” 

“It was tlie gardener from tbe grcenliouso, 
uncle,” said Nan; “ho brought some flower- 
roots for Ocrlle, and I hollovc ho is in the 
dining-room now setting tlicin out fur her in 
those big green boxes she Is always carrying 
from one sunny window to anotlior. I liavo 
bought a plant, too, Uncle Ben. Look at it, 
and see liow pretty it Is.” 

“Flowers wont clutlio you, flowers wont 
feed yon,” grnmblod Mr. Van Lew, coming 
nearer. “ Wliat is It, a dandelion ?” 

“A Duciicss of Devon pelargonium, uncle,” 
said Nan, laughing. “You don’t appreciate 
it; SCO how full of blossoms it is.” 

“Flowers fade; tliey all fade,” said her 
uncle, testily; “ it don’t blossom forever, does 
it?” 

“O no; it has only its little season,” said 
Nan, lightly, “and I’m going to liavu mine, 
too, uncle. I’ve Just made up my mind about 
it, ami I’ve set myself a boundary. As long 
ns tiiis plant keeps on blossoming I’m going 
to bo just as free and happy as I can, and 
not think anything about settlements, or 
husbands, or any sncli things. If any one 
proposes to me in tlio time. I’ll reject him 
without a inumont’s hesitation, no matter 
who he Is 1 There, tliat’s my dcclamtion of 
indepondciicc, uncle; and you'll let mo iiavo 
my way about it, wont yon?” she added, 
coaxingly. 

“ItIs a singular proposltlon—a most sin¬ 
gular proposition,” said licr uncle, looking 
rallicr nonplussed. “ Pray how long will the 
thing blossom, Miss Nan?” 

“Only till Juno or tliureaboiits,” said Nan, 
with a little pathetic quaver in her voice; “ It 
is not a long respite, uncle. Plcnso not talk 
to me about marriage any more till tlich.” 

Her uncle’s face suddenly cleared of its 
perplexity. 

“ I will agree to this extraordinary propo¬ 
sal, Nan, if you on your part will agree to 
mine, tliat is, if you will promise to accept tlio 
first oiler of marriage made to you after the 
last bud has blossumed.” 

And he thought to himself that ho would 
take good care from whom that olTer should 
come. Mr. Dlinnck should not want for a 
friendly hint at lito right inomoiit. 

Nan hesitated, but a sort of desperation 
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urged her to make the promise. It eould 
not be worse then than now, she thought, 
and In this time between, this golden Inter¬ 
val of freedom, some great good fortniio 
might happen to her, something might come 
in to save her. 

" ^ery well, Uncle Deii,” she said, at length, 
dreamily, ns It her heart was looking into the 
future, " I will take my few mouths, and 
have all the pence I can iu them; then, when 
the last blossom comes on the pelargonium,! 
will take your advice. I will do ns you wish.” 
Hut In her heart she hoped that when the 
time came it would find him gentler. 

So the quaint comp.sct was m.ade, and Nan 
tried to dismiss care and to take heart ot 
hope. It seemed such a long time before 
summer, before the pelargonium would ce.iso 
blooming. If I’hll Stevens wore alive, they 
would certainly hear from him In that time, 
she thought. 

Meanwhile, the young Scotch gardener in 
the dining-room was setting out the pansies 
for Gertie, and giving her curious bits of In¬ 
formation about the (lowers ho had seen In 
other countries. 

" lie'll bo sending in a bill for lessons In 
botany, confound him 1” muttered Uncle Uen, 
as he passed the open door. 

Hut Mr. tVrny did not stay long after his 
work was done; and Gertie was soon cnlljng 
Nan to see how beautiful and glowing her 
pansies wore in their now bed iu the sunny 
window. 

A week later Nan and Gertie were arrang¬ 
ing themselves for the last “sociable” of the 
season. There had been a set of these so¬ 
ciables, lasting through the entire whiter, 
lield (Irst at one house and then another, 
and this (Inal one, with her uncle’s consent. 
Nan had reserved for herself to give. So, as 
it was to be In the house, Gertie was to Join 
in It too, though her time for parties Iiad not 
regularly come. 

Nan was sitting In a lovely fauteuH before 
the mirror, liaving her hair dressed, wlien 
Gorlio came softly In with two elegant bou¬ 
quets, and laid one In her cousin’s hands. 

“ 0, how exquisite I” exclaimed Nan. “ But, 
Gertie, who sent them? If It was Captain 
Darrell or Mr. Dlmock, I wont carry one ot 
the (lowers. I’m free to do as I please about 
such (hings now. Toll me quick, Gertie, 
before I set my heart on these rosebuds.” 

“O, you needn’t refuse them,” said Gertie, 
good-naturedly. “Mr. Wray sent them. I 
wont down to the greenhouse to got some 


geranium leaves and smllax, and when ho 
found It was for a party, ho cut me these two 
beautiful bouquets. Wasn’l he kind ?” 

“Verykind,” said Nan, dryly; "now make 
haste, and get your hair curled, Gertie, It 
ts almost time for our guests to come. I 
heard the boll ring Just now.” 

A pleasant voice came through the cham¬ 
ber door, which stood q)ar, and startled them. 
A bright young face, with golden hair wreath¬ 
ed with forget-me-nots, peeped In. 

“Why, Rose Stevens 1” exclaimed N.au. 
“Where did you come from?” 

" O, I came early,” laughed Rose, “ so as to 
have papa’s escort. I thought you wouldn’t 
mind letting me In now. Maud is at homo 
with a headache; she can’t come.” 

“ Have you heard anything from yonr 
brother yet. Miss Rose?” asked Gertie, who 
was leaving the room, but stopped In the 
kindness of her heart to put this qucsilon, 
because she know Nau must want to ktioiv, 
and yet might shrink from asking. 

“ Not a word,” said Rose, shaking her head 
sadly. “Isn’t It strange? In November ho 
was in Sacramento, and wrote so cheerfully 
about his prospecis, and how ho expected an 
appointment In the now railroad survey 
among the mountains. And not a word 
have wo heard since." 

Nan’s hand shook among her (lowers, but 
she made no remark. How could she show 
all her feelings, even to Rose, since there had 
been no real engagement between her and 
Phil? nothing more than what some people 
might call a flirtation, only to the actors it 
h.ad been too sweet, too Intense for that. 
And tlicii at the last, with such a look iu his 
eyes of love suppressed, Phil had come for a 
sudden good-iiy, and said he must go out into 
the world and win a fortune, ami prove him¬ 
self a man, before be could ask for the gift ho 
most desired on earth. Hut people did not 
know that; they did not know any reason 
why Nan’s heart should beat faster at the 
mere mention of his name. 

The sociable was a success that night, the 
gayest and best of the season, evcrylnnly saiil, 
and Nan did the honors like a little queen. 
There was an airy grace and freedom about 
her that distinguished her more than usual, 
and the guests felt it. 

“Confound It .allI” thought Captain Dar¬ 
rell, stroking his mnstnclie. “I don’t feel 
half so sure of her liking mo, ns I did at Mrs. 
Hoborls’s party. I wonder If Dlmock Is com¬ 
ing In ahead of me, after all I” 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



no <11(1 not know tlio finer influences at 
work in Nan's mind. 

“ I don’t like any of tlio other girls half as 
well,” ho nniltcred, looking disconsolately up 
and down the long parlors. “Perhaps the 
pretty Nan doubts me, and wants more devo¬ 
tion. I can ho devoted enough, If that's 
it.” 

And aw.ay he wont to hover around Iicr 
In all the Intervals of the dances. There 
was an airy coldness In lier inannor that 
piqued him and hired him on. From time to 
time ho left her, but only to rctprii again. 

“A flower for your tironghts, Captain D.ar- 
rell!” said pretty Hose Stevens, liglitiy, as 
site came upon him at one time, half hhl by 
a curtain, staring gloomily out of the window. 

Ills cver-rcady gallantry niado him turn 
with a smile. 

“ Would you really give me a forgct-inc-uot 
for my poor tlionghls?” ho said. “It is such 
a genuine faithful little flower, you know.” 

“I never p.ay counterfeits,” she replied, 
with a blush and a laugh. 

“Well, give mo the flower first. Now I 
will tell you. I was thinking of the hollow¬ 
ness of the world. Miss Hose.” 

“O, there is no such thing,” she answered, 
gayly, willfully misunderstandingjiim. “ The 
world is full of firo in the centre, you know. 
Just like a great many people, who aro 
warmer at the heart tlian wo give them 
credit for.” 

“ I’ll give it up,” ho said, laughing, “ if you 
will dance this redowa with me, and not bo 
cold-hearted.” And, as they whirled gayly 
aw.ay togctlior, ho thought to himself, “ Jl.ay- 
bo JIIss Nan Van Lew will bo more gracious 
when sho sees that I can got along without 
her.” 

But Nan who w.as watching them only 
smiled behind her fan, Slio understood it 
all porfcclly, and was deliglited. Sho ex¬ 
changed whispers with Gortio, who had Just 
Joined lier, broatlilcss from the danco, and 
they botli laiiglied. But tho laugh ce.asod, 
and a flush'mounted to Nan’s brow, as Mr. 
Dimock, who had Just arrived at that late 
hour, approached her radiantly, and with 
his compliments begged her acceptance of 
tho singular but eleg.ant bouquet ho held In 
his hand. 

It was composed entirely of pelargonium 
blossoms of every shade, varying from tho 
deciiest purple and crimson, througli all tho 
rosy ami pink lints, to White, and to tiny 
vivid scarlet clusters. 


Nan felt provoked; sho was sure her uncle 
had betrayed her, but sho answered, sweetly; 

“ What a very unusual choice, Mr. Dimock I 
Pray, give thorn to Gortio, here, sho will ap¬ 
preciate them so much bettor than I.” 

“O no, I am sure they suit you best,” 
insisted Mr. Dlmock, blandly; "It is an un¬ 
usual bouquet, I admit, but It means a great 
deal. Miss Van I,ow,,lt means a great deal.” 

“I don’t doubt It,” said Nan, throwing it 
carelessly on a chair beside her; and seeing, 
to her great relief, that Harry Jleade was 
coming to claim her as a partner, sho ruse 
gayly, and flo.atcd oft’ in tlie gracefid dance, 
Mr. Dimock, nowise disconcerted, remained 
talking with Gertie, who was both amused 
and ombartassbd. 

So tho evening passed away. At a later 
hour, as tho guests were (lojiarting. Nan 
overheard a gentleman asking Mr. Dlmock 
if anything had been heard of yonng Slovens 
yet, and Mr. Dlmock said no, there was no 
news at all of that shiftless young man, and 
probably never would be. 

Nan set her lips ilrinly, and looked at the 
pelargonium bouquet with a frown. 


CHAPTER III. 

The spring passed gently and softly by, 
with its sweet sunshine and its fragrant air, 
its bmidiiig trees and its early flowers. Ger¬ 
tie’s pansies flourished and bloomed hi splen¬ 
dor, and her windows became yet more full 
of plants, for every few days there was somo- 
tbliig now added from tho young Scotch¬ 
man’s greenhouso, and lie bad given her, 
besides, some roots and cnitings that would 
do well even In tho narrow shaded garden 
plot. So Gertie hail grown to be qiille a 
gardener, and wont singing about among licr 
books and flowers In perfect content. But 
Nan was not contented, and did not go about 
singing; she waited and walcliod, and fell a.s 
If one by one the walls of defence were 
crumbling down. 

One morning slio came down stairs earlier 
tbaii usual, and breakfast not being ready, 
thonglit she would go Into tlio library and 
w.atcr her pelargonium, and put it in Ibo 
sunniest spot. Her Uncle Ben was there 
before her; she saw lilm as she opened tlio 
door, bending over the plant, counting Us 
buds and blossoms. 

“Are yon In siicli Iiasto?” she asked, with 
a grain of bllterncss. 

“Aba, niece I” ho exclaimed, rubbing hls 
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hands mcirlly. “ Summer ta at hand, yon 
know, and I wanted to see how soon wo 
might oxjiucl a wedding In the family.” 

Nan mined her glance upon the pelargo- 
uUim; there was one clualor loft on which 
all but two of the buda had blossomed, rich, 
rosy, pink and beautiful. 

“At least there are two buda to bo waited 
for,” she said, laugbiiig recklessly, and feel¬ 
ing ns if it really did not mailer much now 
what became of ber, since Phil Stevona was 
dead or bad forgotten her. 

“ What are you talking about?” exclaimed 
Gertie, coming g.ayly into the room. “Flow¬ 
ers? O Nan, you must come and look at 
my nioriilng-glorlesl” 

“ Flowers, nothing but flowers I” said Uncle 
Ben, testily. "You ought to hire out to 
work in folks’gardens, Gertrude; your hands 
aro actually getting brown already. However, 
I don’t know ns It makes any dlflbrenco how 
they look for a year or two to come.” 

Gertie blushed, and did not toll him, as she 
might have done, that she expected to go to 
the greenhouse that very anemoon, to take 
lessons In the mysteries of potting plants and 
sotting out cuttings In sand. Nan was too 
much engaged with her own troubles to no¬ 
tice what Gertie did, so the light-hearted girl 
pursued her flower studies unmolested, with 
the wise young Scotchman for a teacher. 

Two days after this the last bud on the 
pelargonium opened and displayed Its crim¬ 
son leaves to the sun. The probation was at 
an end. 

“O little flower, ff you had only known, 
you would have been good and walled a week 
longer, wouldn’t you?” whispered Gertie, 
bending over it, and feeling very sorry for 
her poor pretty Cousin Nan. 

True to the moment, that very morning 
Mr. Van Low gave Nan a letter containing 
Mr. Dimock’s proposal of marriage In duo 
form. 

“ I’vo given my consent at once,” he said, 
triumphantly, “and you must have your 
‘yes' all ready when he comes for It this 
evening. Nan. Ho Is going to do the hand¬ 
some thing by you, too, you silly girl; splen¬ 
did seltloments and all that. You’ll live like 
a queen. Now do take your good fortune 
graciously, and bo thankful.” 

poor Nani there was little thankfulness In 
her heart as she hurried away to her own 
room, and, throwing herself down upon tho 
sofa, wept bitterly. 

«I’d tun away,” advised Gertie, dcflantly. 


“ I’d beg my broad from door to door, before 
I’d marry him I” 

“ O Gertie 1” sobbed Nan. “ If I only know 
Phil was alive and that he cared for mo, I 
could resist to tho last, oven if Uncle Ben 
killed me. But if Phil Is lost to mo, I don’t 
care what happens to mo in tho miserable 
future. I might as well marry Mr. Dhnock, 
I suppose, ns to bo wretched any other way, 
and wretched I should bo In any other case. 
At least, ho would not treat mo so very badly, 
and maybo I could niako things better for 
you, Gertie, so that by-and-by, when your 
time to love conics, you wouldn’t bo forced 
to marry any one you hated.” 

Gertie blushed a vivid scarlet, but Nan, 
with her face buried In tho pillows, did not 
notlco It. 

“ I do wish there was something I could do 
for you,” said Gertie, after a little pause. 

Nan roused herself. 

“ There Is one thing you might do, though 
it is really useless, I know. Suppose yon 
take hack that book and pattern I borrowed 
of Bose Stevens, and ask to see her herself, 
and then before you come away manage to 
find out If they have heard anything from 
Phil. There might have been some news 
this very morning—a letter, a telegram. 
And It would bo so dreadful to have gone too 
far before I found It out.” 

“ I’ll go this minute,” said Gertie, promptly; 
and hurrying on her hat and capo she went. 

It was all to no purpose; Nan fell that, 
oven before she saw tho sober disappointed 
face back in her door, with no news to tell. 

“ Itoso says her father despairs of over 
hearing from him again, and now, that tho 
last steamer has arrived without any news, 
they all feel that It is hopeless.” 

Nan turned her face wearily to the wall. 

“ Go away now, Gertie,” she said. “ I shall 
not go down to dinner. Tell Uncle Ben I 
am not well, but hope to bo better by evening. 
If anything happens como and toll mo; but 
thoro wont anything happen!” 

And so Gortlo went down, and left her 
alone In hor unhappiness. 

Tho morning passed into afternoon, and 
tho hours of tho aftornoon were wearing 
away, and still Nan staid up In her room 
alone with hor bitter thoughts. 

Suddenly, like a burst of sunshine, the 
door opened, and In came Gertie, her face 
radiant, bringing carolhlly In hor hands tho 
heavy flower-pot with the pelargonium. 

“ 'What Is It?” exclaimed Nan, starting up. 
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“ONan,” cried Gertie, joyfully, there is 
another cluster of buds coining out on the 
pelargonium I such little tiny baby things wo 
none of us ever noticed them. Just see. O, 
only think of it, it will bo at least two weeks 
before they are grown up and blossomed. 
You know I had to go down to the green¬ 
house tills afternoon, and while 1 was talk¬ 
ing with Mr. Wray, ho asked me why I 
looked so sad. For I was thinking about you 
ami Fliil all the time. AVoll, I didiTt tell 
him exactly wh.at the trouble was, but gavo 
him to understand there was a great wager 
depending on the pelargonium blossoms, and 
you and I were afraid wo had lost It, for wo 
hail watched the flowers every day, and the 
last one bloomed this morning. He smiled, 
and said maybe it wasn’t so bad, after all, for 
that very often when ono tlioiight the plant 
had entirely done blooming, there would 
come ono or two late clusters more, after all. 
And so—and so—well, you see, ho had some 
roots to bring up hero for me, and when wo 
reached liorc I look him into the library, and 
he looked so knowingly down in among tlio 
leaves, and sure enough, there ho found 
these little tiny buds comlngl Only two or 
three, but they give you time, Nan; ns much 
as a forlrilghfc more, at least. Aren’t you 
glad? and isn’t It a blessed pelargonium ?’’ 

“ I accept It as a good omen!” said Nan, 
eagerly examining the plant. “Wouldn’t it 
bo wonderful, Gertie, if a way should be pro¬ 
vided for mo out of all this trouble, oven 
yet?” 

“Just like a splendid poem,” assented Ger¬ 
tie. “And now, what are you going to do 
witli Mr. Dimock’s ofler?” 

“llefuso it, point blank!” said Nan, spring¬ 
ing up, and going to the writing desk. 
“ Uncle Den and ho are finely caught now. 
I had permission to refuse every proposal of 
marriage until the pelargonium ceased to 
bloom!” 

“ O. liow exciting It Isl” exclaimed Gertie, 
wlioso young heart was ready to be thrilled 
by the slightest touch of romance. 

Uncle lien’s rage ami Mr. Dlmock’s disap- 
polntmenl, when they learned how fate Jiad 
outwitted tliein, wore Inexpressible. It was 
only when Mr. DIcnock asked If there was 
anytliing in the terms of the curious compact 
to make a second offer impossible, that Undo 
Hen’s good luimor returned. 

“Thai’s it. that’s itl” ho exclaimed, with 
a laugh. “Nothing was said about that. 
She can’t get away from a second offer, and 


we’ll watcli well for the moment to mnko It, 
Dlinock, ell, old fellow!” ** 

Ail this Gorllo heard and faithfully report¬ 
ed to Nan, who laughed at first, and then 
grow serious as she fhougliC that perhaps, 
after all, she was only prolonging the strug¬ 
gle, and the same Inovltablo defeat would 
overtake her at last, though she escaped It 
now. 

And so Indeed it seemed as the weeks wore 
away. Her uncle grew triumphant again, ns 
the tiny buds on the pelargonium raised 
thciiiscivcs, and began to show the hidden 
pink of their petals. Gorllo was in despair, 
and idr. AVray liad no more hopes lo otlbr. 
As for Nan she seemed gloomily indlirercnt; 
sho felt as if the last throw had been made 
and there was notliing more to risk or lose. 

It was at tills time that Hose Stevens c.alled 
with an Important faco to announce iicr en¬ 
gagement to Captain Darrell. The gallant 
captain, discomfited by Nan’s rchnlTs, and 
flattered by Hose’s friendship, had begun 
what ho thought a flirtation, but wlilcli liad 
ended in his falling desperately in love with 
the pretty, good-natured Hose wlio had liked 
him from the first. A more radiantly liappy 
pair of lovers could nowhere be found. 

Nan listened to the story with sincoro 
pleasure, mingled with a little amusement, 
and gave her congratulations most afieclion- 
ately. Sho was glad to.seo Piiil’s.sistGr liappy 
even if sho could not be liappy licrsclf. 

“And now,” said Rose, wistfully, “I wish 
you were as happy as I, dear Nan!” 

Nan was touched by this; the unwonted 
affection from Rose moved her; she had no 
weapons of pride or reserve against Pliil’a 
sister, and before sho knew it she had half 
confessed how unhappy she was, and how her 
uncle’s wishes distressed her. Rose could 
not understand It at first, so lllllo by little the 
whole story of the pelargonium came out, 
and then the fact that the last blossom would 
surely bo out some tlmo to-morrow. 

“And I may as well give up fighting 
against it,” said Nan. “ After all, there is no 
ono on earth now that loves me excepting 
this poor Mr. Dlmock. Perhaps It will bo as 
well so as anyway.” 

Phil’s nnmo was not mentioned by clllier 
of tlio girls, but Roso felt sure In her inmost 
heart that if ho had only lived to conic back 
to them,Nan would not now ho in this strait. 
But there was nothing she could say, and so 
at last she kissed Nan sadly and went away. 

The next day came. Undo Ben said at 
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breakfast, with a rather malicious smile, that 
that bothersome Honor would cerlaiiily bo 
quite open by noon, and ho should bring Mr. 
Dlniock homo to dinner, so Nan had bcticr 
pul on her prettiest dross, and bo agreeable. 
Tiien ho went off whistling, to attend to 
some business down town. 

Nan and Gertie wont with a sort of tr.agie 
solemnity Into the library to watch tho un¬ 
folding of the pretty pink aowor. It was 
more than half open—standing there in the 
sunshine it would take but a few minutes to 
become a perfect blossom. 

Suddenly Gertie left tho room, and Nan 
glancing from tlio window, and seeing Mr. 
Wray coming up the steps with his hands 
full of flowers, smiled sadly, and thought 
how easily her cousin had deserted her. 

It WITS while Gertie w.as still standing at 
the door talking with Mr. ^Yray, that tho 
Stevens’ carriage drew up by the pavement, 
and Hose’s sweet face looked out of tho 
window. 

“lias tho pelargonium bud blossomed yet, 
Gertie f" she asked, ns Gertie rau down to 
hear what sho had to say. 

" No, but It will In less tlnrn five minutes I” 
said Gertie, and tlien added, “Isn’t it too 
bad! Poor Nan sits watching It hr tho 
library f’’ 

“Just In time then! Ilnrrnh!’’ shouted a 
glad manly voice from Inside tho carriage, 
and then tbo door opened, and ont leaped 
upon tho pavement a tall, sunburned, hand- 
somo young fellow, who, without stopping for 
anotlier word, dashed up tho stops. Into tUo 
house, and into the library whore Nan sat 
tremnlonsly watching her flower. 

“O, Nan, Nan, my little darlingl” ho ex¬ 
claimed, catching her in his arms, “ it isn’t 
all In vain that I have worked and tolled for 
yon, and come back to you at last, Is It, 
Nan?’’ 

“ Phil, Phil, 0 my love, I thought you were 
deadl’’ sold poor Nan, really believing for tho 
first momont that sbo was dreaming, and 


then sinking in perfect happiness upon his 
breast. Tho last rosy petal of tho [wlargo- 
nium flower unfurled in tho sunshine and it 
was a perfect blossom. 

Outsldo Gortlo was clapping hor hands in 
Joy, while Itoso looked on smiling from tho 
carriage. 

“ IIo came last night, at midnight, in tho 
steamer,” said Rose, beginning to explain at 
last. " And ho has been away off down in 
Mexico whoro tho wars and revolutions were 
going on all tho time. That’s why we got 
no letters; he wrote thorn oflon enough, but 
the mails wore contlinially being destroyed. 
Wasn’t it dreadful! But ho got into somo 
flrstrato speculation there, and has made 
heaps of money, so it is all right now. O 
Gertie, Gertie, how splendid It Is I” 

“And now ho will mako her tho first 
offer 1” exclaimed Gertie, In an ecstasy, “ and 
tho dear blessed little pelargonium hits been 
the saving of her, after all 1” 

Mr. Wray was looking on In smiling amaze¬ 
ment, and os Rose at last drove merrily 
away, Gortlo took him into her conlidcnco 
and told him tlio whole story. Gertio and 
Mr. Writy were by this time on most friendly 
terms, ns you may judgo from tho fact 
that ho kissed her there In tho hall, and 
whispered: 

“It’s almost ns sweet a romance as ours, 
Isn’t It, pet? And what wonder-workers tbo 
dear flowers aro?” 

Undo Bon found himself completely check¬ 
mated when ho came homo to dinner, bring¬ 
ing Mr. Dlmock with him, but tho latter 
gentleman managed to console himself with 
tho reflection that a wife so unloving would 
never have mado him happy. 

So at lost all went well, and tho marriage 
bells were rung for Phil and Nan. 

Tho next blow to Mr. Bon)nmln Von Low 
was Gertie’s engagement to Mr. Wray, but 
his words availed no more than tho idle wind, 
sho married the man of her choice and never 
repented it. 
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NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. 

BY ESTUEB SERLE KENNETH. 


CHAPTER I. 

DiST,tVNCE does not lend encliantineiit to 
Elmwood. On the contrary, it is not until 
you step in the very dooryard, under its trees, 
tliat you discover its charms. It is a highly 
comfortahlo, quaint, old-fasliioned place, with 
a latticeil porch, lieaviiy laden willi bitter¬ 
sweet, an old grape-vine clambering over one 
cud, foot-piivcs running from the low gate 
across the giassy yard to the open door, 
where a fine dog often lies twitching his ears 
at the flies. 

Within, the dark w.ainscottcd rooms aro 
comfortable and cool on the hottest days. 
On the window-sills there aro pots of red 
roses. Great portraits hang about. The 
aparlinents have jdonty of ancient mahogany 
furniture, with a good share of stulled 
rocking-chairs. 

Tije outer south door, under the grape-vine, 
opens into a square hall where the rack for 
guns and fishing tackle is usually filled during 
the sporting season. When the pines mur¬ 
mur In the balmy wind, and the liay is down, 
at midsummer, Elmwood is much visited by 
the Clieritons’ city friends. 

Several years ago Mrs. Cheriton and her 
only daughter sat at work, one day, in one of 
the while, low-studded chambers. 

Tlie elder lady was a well-preserved, hand¬ 
some, black-haired woman, and her daughter 
was like her in many respects. Olivo Oherl- 
ton had the same regular features, the smug 
polished ivory forehead, the same eyes and 
hair. Roth women had a look of social dis¬ 
tinction wliicli had accrued from several 
years’ life in the fashionaljlc world and a 
twelvemonth of foreign travel. Though born 
and bred at Elmwood, Mrs. Clieriton, marry¬ 
ing early, had gone to New York, where the 
natural cimdation of her disposition, tact and 
good convei'salional powers enabled her to 
S(»on tako rank among highly cultivated and 
wealthy people. T'hough, after the birth of 
her children and death of her husband, she be¬ 
came reduced in means, and was forced to re¬ 
tire from the fashionable city to her old Ijomc, 
she still maintained the social associations 
slie so highly valued, and made tlie tour of 
Europe in company with some of her luctro- 


polHau acquaintances, while Elmwood became 
a regular summer resort for the city friends 
of the family. 

Under these circumstances, it was, perhaps, 
remarkable that so fine a woman as Olivo 
Cheriton was engaged to so ordinary a man 
as Tom Dyle, only son of Commodore Dylc of 
New York. But Miss Cheriton did not covet 
a talented husband, while possession of a city 
residence had become, she declared, “a 
necessity of her nature.” So Tom Dyle, with 
his brag, brutal temper,and biilliniit c.xpccta- 
tions, had no difliculty in obtaining the 
promise of haiulsomc Olive Cheriton’s hand. 
The young lady seemed satisfied, and her 
friends, one ami all, were delighted with the 
match. 

Olive was at work on her own wedding 
garments, for the Clieritons were obliged to 
observe economy in their domestic duties. 
A table was strewn with linen, cambric and 
laces, and Mrs. Gheiitou had her lap full of 
snotvy embroidery. 

“ What do you want on this undcr-walst, 
Olive? lace or an embroidered edge?” asked 
Mrs. Cheriton. 

“Ti im it with the embroidered edge Vievc 
Harwich sent outby Alf. It was very good of 
Vievc to send me such lovely trimmings. 
Alf is a little soft of Vievo, I think,” said 
Qllve, stitching away steadily. 

“The Harwichs are a good family,” said 
Mrs. Cheriton, thoughtfully. 

“Carriage coming!” cried a harsh voice, 
and a tame old African parrot walked sedately 
into the room. 

“Go back to your perch, Redcap,” com¬ 
manded Mrs. Cheriton, shaking her finger at 
the bird, who paused on the door-mat and 
surveyed her attentively, with Ills head oil 
one side. 

“Tlierc is, mother. Redcap has told tlio 
truth for once,” said Olive, listening to the 
approaching sound of wheels. 

The parrot climbed to the window-sill. 

“Carriage coming!” he cried, again, as a 
buggy rolled up to tlic gate. 

Mrs. Cheriton, liiuhillng her lap of em¬ 
broideries, ran to the window and peeped 
through the shutters. 
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Olive, come here! It is—it certainly is 
the commodore!” 

Olive hurried to her mother’s side. 

“Yes, it’s Tom’s father. How do I look, 
mother?” 

“A little too flushed. You had better 
bailie your face before you go down. Don’t 
change your dress; a cashmere dressing- 
gown is what a lady should wear in the morn¬ 
ing. I liopo Bridget will show him into the 
south parlor. I will go down and meet him. 
Be ready when I send for you. And now 
pray do bo gracious, Olive—for you know all 
Tom’s expectations depend on pleasing his 
father.” 

“ Of course,” replied the young lady, lavish¬ 
ly dashing cold water upon her crimson 
cheeks, at the washstiind, while her .mother 
hastily arranged her headdress and wont 
down. 

A square, florid-faced, white-headed man 
was just taking liis seat in the pleasant south 
parlor as iirs. Choiilon tripped down the 
stairs. In an instant she had saluted the 
commodore witli the most profuse cordiality. 

“So these birds of ours think of mating?” 
said tlie old gentleman, when the subject of 
conversation became Tom and Olive. “ I 
liavc never seen Miss Cheriton, but if slie 
resembles her mother, I shall bo proud of so 
beautiful daughter-in-law.” 

“My daughter is said to resemble me,” said 
Mrs. Cheriton, genuinely pleased with the 
old sailor’s hearty manner. “I will send for 
her, and let you judge for yourself.” 

“Pray do,” 

Tlie ne.xt moment Olive entered the room. 
Unlike most dark women, she looked well 
in daylight. The commodore advanced 
and raised the slender, jewelled band to bis 
lips. 

“ I am certainly delighted by my son’s 
choice, Mrs. Cheriton,” lie said. 

Then there was nothing to do but to bo 
sociable and li.ave dinner, to the fresh viands 
of which the commodore did ample justice. 

“1 have blit half done my errand yet,” ho 
said, eating cherries. “Tom commissioned 
me to bring Miss Olive to Beach Bay, a little 
place at which I have spent part of the sum¬ 
mer, for a season or two. If tlie young lady 
consents to go, he will meet her there. The 
society is good; she will meet the Ilarwichs, 
also. I should be very liappy to take her 
down to-morrow in my carriage, if she 
pleases. The distance is but about twelve 
miles.” 


As the commodore evidently wished it, 
Olivo concluded to go. The ne.xt niorning, 
seated beside herexpectant father-in-law, she 
rolled away seaward, to the great satisfaction 
of Iicr motlier, wlio went on with lier hem¬ 
ming, tucking and basting of the wedding 
paraphernalia, unassisted and uncomplaining. 


CHAPTER II. 

Three days after Olive Clieritou's arrival 
at Beach Bay, her brother Alf, heaving lliv\t 
the Misses Harwich were at the Spring 
House, came down. He was a gay, snnny- 
haired fellow, as unlike his sister ns possible. 
Vieve Harwich was a generous and noble 
girl, but her younger sister Lora was the 
most artful little 0irt in Christendom. 

This young lady was pacing the porclics, 
one morning, when Tom Dyle’s stanhope aiv 
peared on tlie beach. Tom was giving Lady 
Bess a constitutional. 

If there was one direction more than 
another in which Lora Harwich’s inordinate 
ambition aired itself, it was in taking posses¬ 
sion of other girls’ lovers. No sooner did she 
catch sight of Tom Dyle whirling across the 
beach m his new carriage, than out fluttered 
her snowy handkerchief. 

And because the girl looked ravisbingly 
pretty in her morning dross of rose-colorcd 
cambric, Tom tiiriuul Lady Bess’s head 
towards the house. He drew rein, looking 
at her attentively, ns she stood smiling at 
liim. 

“What do you want, Lora?” 

“ What do I want? Wliy, a ride in your 
now stanhope, of course; what else could I 
want?” asked Lora. 

Away she flew for her hat and shawl. 

She was seating herself elaborately beside 
Tom, wlicii Miss Cheriton and her sister 
Vieve came out upon the porch. • 

Bowing jauntily, and pulling in her pink 
skirt from tlio wheel, Loia cried: 

“Cood-byl we arc going to the spring. 
Now, Tom!” 

Olive Cheriton nodded with an indilTerence 
that was entirely assumed, and tliis was not 
the iirst time that the little coquette’s high¬ 
handed audacity had annoyed lier. But of 
late, since Olive’s engagement with Tom Dylo 
had become public, Lora liad plied licr skill 
in other directions. She was petite, and a 
well known flirt; Olivo scorned to acknowl¬ 
edge sucli a rival—yet Lora’s eiforts alwaj's 
stung, since they were made publicly aud 
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provoltcil comment. She hiiew that Lora 
Harwich was en«a{;eil, ami dirt not want 
Tom Dyle, yet it was not pleasant to have 
people remarking tliat Tom wanted Lora. 
So as the piquant face and pink dress whirled 
aeross tlie lovely beach towards the spring, 
where people from the island hotel—many of 
them New Yorkers of her set—were saunter¬ 
ing and gossiping, Miss Chcriton’s dark 
brows contracted. 

“ Good-morning, ladies I” 

She turned. 

llland, suave old Commodore Dyle stood, 
hat in hand. Though a little gouty, the 
commodore always took his morning stroll 
most blithely. 

“A d.ay that dawns so auspiciously for mo 
must ho a pleasant one,” he said, bowing 
again. 

“Blit I am afraid that it is going to be too 
hot for much enjoyment to anybody,” said 
Vieve Harwich. 

“ How cool the island looks off there in the 
sea,” said Olive, making an idle remark to 
conceal her mood. 

“ It would bo a fine day for visiting Sliale’s 
Island,” said Vieve. 

“Capital!” said the commodore, pounding 
the porch with his cane. “Good peo])le,” 
turning to a group who sauntered out, “ who 
goes to Shale's Island to-day ?” 

He pointed across the water as he spoke to 
a spot like an emerald in tlie blue water. It 
was a famous retreat for pleasiue-parties; a 
fine vineyard was upon it; people were en¬ 
tertained by the owner, Jacob Shall. People 
at Beach Bay usually visited it once or twice 
during the season, but as yet our sojourners 
had not made the e.'icursion. 

But a party was made up that morning. 
In an hour after breakfast the boat was 
brought down to the water’s edge, and the 
company embarked. 

But in vain Olive Cheriton watched the 
beach for a sign of her lover's return. Mr. 
Dyle and his stanhope seemed to have taken 
a final departure. 

“ Where is Tom?” shouted the commodore. 

“Wicro is my sister?” asked Vieve 
Harwich. 

“Hush! don't you romemher? They 
haven’t come yet,” said Olive, involuntarily. 

But everybody was looking around. 

“ They have eloped,” laughed thoughtless 
Alf Cheriton. 

Olivo gave Iilm a covert look of threat. 

“Has Lora taken Tom off?” asked the 


commodore, in a low voice, coming to Olive’s 
side. “Are those two up to their old tricks 
again ?" 

“ They have gone to the spring,” assented 
Olive, with a heightened color. 

“ The deuce take that girl!” growled the 
commodore. “Here,Olive,tliisscat; I’lltako 
care of you, Jliss Colne, Miss Harwich; 
now, young men 1” 

CHAPTEH III. 

When the pleasure party returned from 
Shall’s Island, one pair of eyes, at ieast, dis¬ 
covered two figures seated cosily among the 
rocks, in the moonlight. 

“There is the boatl” cried Tom, jumping 
up and running down to meet the party as 
they came ashore. 

Miss Cheriton shut her white teeth bard, 
and tlien graciously accepted Tom Dyle’s 
arm—for the smaller figure stood poised 
among the rocks, evidently waiting his 
return. 

“Had a good time, Olive?” asked Tom, 
evidently in the best of humors. “ Wish I 
bad got back in time to go witii you; just my 
cursed luck to miss Sball’s Island. “Ha, 
there’s Lora—I’ll have to run back and get 
her off the rocks; that’s an awfully steep 
place where she is. Wait a minute!” And 
before Miss Cheriton could reply, Im had 
plunged off. 

The lady’s manner was that of perfect 
nonchalance, but her mobile red mouth 
settled into a liard lino. The party strolled 
by her, going towards the house, and she 
waited, alone. 

At last Tom came back, Lora, laughing and 
chatting, hanging on his arm, and Miss Cheri¬ 
ton saw one or two of the company look back 
with mischievous eyes. Her face looked 
dangerous in the moonlight, but even Lora’s 
bright, sly eyes dirt not see that, and Miss 
Cheriton’s voice was nnrulllcd. 

“She shall not know her triumph,” was in 
Olive’s heart. 

Lora dropped Tom’s arm at last, with a 
petulant air. 

“ She is not jealous, after all,” she thought, 

“ and this is getting very tiresome.” 

Witli that she ran up the steps of the 
Spring House to sit on the porch by her 
sister, and look pretty in tiie moonlight for 
the benefit of the other gentlemen. 

Tom Dyle had dipped his hulky figure 
and round head in the surf, the nest moru- 
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Ill", aiul was strolling complacently upon the 
beach when a messenger came to say that 
Miss Oiieriton wished to sec him. 

“Ali right, Jacky.” 

But he took his own time for repairing to 
the house, and on entering Oiive’s private 
parlor, ail unaware, upon that young Iady?s 
flashing eye and stern brow. 

** What the deuce—” 

“Sit down, if you please,” said Olive, with 
portentous politeness. 

Tom seated himself, heavily, and stared at 
her. 

If Miss Ciierilon had been a phrenologist, 
or even if hei* observation of one Mr. Toni 
Dyle’s idiosyiicracies had been a little more 
sagacious, she would hardly have taken the 
course she followed; she had been at too 
much pains to captivate him to wish to lose 
him. But slie was naturally imperious and 
very angry, and like most angry people acted 
willi precipitation. 

“ I wish to speak with you, Mr. Dyle,” she 
said, in a hard, cold voice, “upon the course 
of conduct you liave lately adopted. It lias 
been oifeusivc to me.” 

“ What the devil do you mean?” exclaimed 
Tom. 

“ Wlien a lady is engaged to a gentleman, 
she has a right, I believe, to bis attentions to 
the exclusion of others.” 

A light flashed over Tom’s amazed face. 
Ilis black eyes, too, began to glow. 

“Mr. Dyle,” continued Olive, “your atten¬ 
tions to Miss Lora Harwich are improper 
and uncalled for. It is my right, as your 
beiroihed wife, to request that they be 
discoiitiiuicd.” 

“ By Heaven I” broke forth Tom Dyle, “of 
all things deliver me from a jealous woman I 
Your right, as my betrothed wife? What 
tlic deuce do you mean by taking such a tone 
with me, Olive?” 

Miss Cherllon rose, white with passion. 
Though she had the right on her side, sho 
should have known that Tom Dyle, angry, 
was not the man to see it. 

“ You will please, in speaking to me, to ob¬ 
serve the ruins of common politeness, Mr. 
Dyle,” she said, curving her handsome lips in 
a sneer. 

The gentleman sprang to his feet, st.amping 
in fury. Mcphistophcles, vvllh the advantage 
of finer features, could hardly liave expressed 
the violence of his nature more profoundly. 

“D-n you, Olive Ciierilon! this wont do. 

No woman, least of all, my wife, assumes 


authority over me. If yon don’t like my 
ways you have only to take some other fellow 
who suits you better. I wont stand in your 
way. But I want no more of your cursed 
impudence.” 

I have intimated tliat Tom Dyle was a 
vulg.ar man. Miss Olive Clieritoii had known 
it, yet even she shrank from this horrible 
outbreak. 

“ Do you wish to break your engagement 
with me, sir?” she asked, in a quiet voice, 
yet w ilh a w hite check. She was a well-bred, 
dignified w’oinan, and she had the charm of 
beauty and refmement. Dyle felt this 
tbrough his brute passion. 

“You may do as you please,” he answered, 
flinging himself from tlie room with an air of 
bravado, yet miserably conscious tliat he was 
not ready, in spite of all, to give her up. 

But Olivo Cheriton did not know lier ad¬ 
vantage. She stood w’.averiiig, after tlie door 
W’as shut, like a person who lias received a 
fatal wound. Deadly pale, she stood, for a 
moment; then crossed the room and sank 
into a chair. For monieiits she sat, fixed and 
pallid. 

It was but a month to her wedding day. 
Tom Dyle had insulted, defied her. 

“Yet it shall be my wedding day,” sho 
said, her face rigid with resolve. 

CHAPTER IV. 

There w’as to be a ball at the Spring 
House that evening. Tlio ladies, gathered in 
their extempore dancing hall, W’cre busily 
engaged in adorning its walls with garlands 
of glossy oak leaves, among which wax candles 
W’cre profusely placed. A few sprays of 
scarlet salvia, entwined with the oak, con¬ 
trasted with its deep green, and of this a 
Jiiagnificeiit centre-piece was formed for the 
fresh white ceiling. 

Lora Harwich w’as already trying the 
polished oak floor, in airy i)olka flights, to 
wliich she in vain coaxed Tom Dyle, who 
sulked at a window’. Aliss Cheriton, among 
the others, moved around quietly, apparently 
oblivious of his presence. 

Suddenly she found her brother atherside. 

“Isn’t Vieve coming down to-night, sis?” 

“ I don't know,” said Olive, absently. Ab¬ 
sently, but not unkindly or forbiddingly, and 
tlie goIden-haircd young fellow' lingered and 
confided to bis sister tliat it w’ould be no ball 
for him unless Vieve Harw’ich was there, an 
avowal which he had been longing to make 
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to her for months, preliminary to revealing 
the state of his heart to his stately rnotlier. 
Olive listened gravely. In truth, she was so 
occupied with her own private meditations 
that she hardly heard what Alf was saying. 

“She is so beautiful and so good,” the 
young man ran on. “Not in the least like 
Lora.” 

“No,” said Olive, with a start. 

“ She has sucli soft dark hair, and such a 
lovely disposition 1” 

“ yes.” 

“ Siic has no idea how I admire her.” 

“ No.” 

Olive must have boon present only in the 
body, or she could not have helped refuting 
this idea, and routing licr brother’s delusion; 
it \Yas potent to every one that Alf Cheriton 
considered Yieve Harwich the embodiment 
of all that was clianniiig, and tlie young lady 
herself could by no earthly possibility have 
been unconscious of the fact. 

“She sings so sweetly.” 

“She does.” 

“She dresses so beautifully.” 

“ Yes.” 

“She doesn’t approve of Lora’s flirting.” 
“Who?’’ asked Olive, suddenly, to her 
brother's utter consternation. 

At tliat moment a gentleman sauntered 
up, begging that Miss Clicrilon would promise 
liim the first waltz that evening, and Olive 
plunged into the subject of waltzes and 
quadrilles to the complete bewilderment and 
discomfort of Alf, wlio finally took himself off 
muttering. 

The gentleman who stood talking with 
Olive was Colonel Colne of the cavalry. Tom 
Dylc watched them a while, then suddenly 
started up. 

“Come, Lora,” said he, “let us go down to 
the beach.” 

Lora lliittercd down the long room, and 
disnpiieanMl with him at the door. 

Olive saw them go down totiiepointwhcrc 
a row of pines flung a shadow on the rocks, 
and where the wherry of yesterday’s excur¬ 
sion was pulling at Its moorings. They 
entered, and rowed away in the gray snn- 
shiiie. 

In .spite of this attention to herself, Miss 
Lora Harwich could not but discover that 
Mr. Tom Dylo was inwardly fuming. When 
fbo had solved the enigma, In her shrewd 
little head, she set herself to work to make 
the most of the situation. 

“Odear, Toml any one might know you 


wore in love, you are so glum. Tom, yon 
used to be such a splendid fellow among us 
gii’lsl and now, since you have been engaged, 
we don’t get half a smile.” 

Tom pricked up his ears. 

“Tom, dear, you Know we always liked 
ench other, and I am one of your oldest 
friends. Tell me, u(»w, are you quite happy 
in your engagement? Sometimes I think 
you are not, and tlicn I almost hate tliat 
proud Olive Cheriton. I could forgive her 
for appropriating yon if I thought she made 
you happy, but when I see you gloomy and 
sad, as you have been all this morning, I go 
quite ill a passion witli her. I do, indeed, 
Tom.” 

Now this was the way for a woman to talk, 
Tom thought. 

“Thank you, Lora,” he said, pulling 
slowly. 

I-.ora patiscd, tiicn lifted a reproachful 
glance to his face; 

“ How like the old Tom you seemed then I 
I wish you weren’t engaged.” 

“If I weren’t, would you have me?” asked 
Tom, magnanimously. 

“ I don't know,” murmured Miss Lora, 
playing with her hat ribbons. 

There was another silence. 

“ Do you like Colonel Coluc, Tom?” asked 
Lora, uonclialantly. 

“ No!” Tom burst out, “ he’s a dolt.” 

“The colonel is ratlicr handsome, and 
dances finely. Cavalry oflleors always do, I 
believe. I think I have licard Olive say so,” 
“And I dare say she encourages him—this 
Colne!” sneered Tom, betwcou his teeth. 

“ She who accuses mo of—” 

“ What?” asked Lora. 

Tom did not reply, 

“ Well, I don't think Olive Cheriton is 
capable of devoting herself to any one i)er- 
son,” reasoned Lora, with a charming little 
air of confidence. 

“Don’t you?” asked Tom. 

“ No,” said Lora. 

Tom rested on his oars, and they floated 
with tlie tide. 

“I liave known Olive Cheriton a longtime, 
and I always said so,” remarked Lora, 
pensively. 

Tom Dylc was just the man to be easily 
beguiled by an artful woman. Never was 
one more easily flattered. His wandering, 
[lissatisficd gaze was arrested by and lingered 
ipproviiigly upon the pretty little figure in 
the end of the boat. Lora wore a block 
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velvet saclt and an aigrette of scarlet feathers. 
She uas nice girl, certainly, always pleasant 
—never confounding a fellow with high and 
mighty airs. What a good wife she would 
make. These pretty, sympathetic little 
women were the kind to be likeJ, after all. 

“You see, Lora,” said he, commencing to 
pull again, “Olive pitched into me to-day be¬ 
cause I was oiF riding with you instead of 
being at hand to attend her at the boating 
excursion, yesterday.” 

“ Wby 1 how were wo to know that they 
were going boating? I am sure the plan was 
made very suddenly, and after we left I” 
replied Lora, with a surprised air of great 
innocence. 

“1 know it,” answered Tom, gloomily. 
“Olive made me so devilish angry that I 
didn't try to explain,” he continued. “She, 
nor no other woman, can’t try driving mo, 
and liave anything to brag of in that line. I 
guess she understands it by this time.” 

At this Miss Lora was convinced that there 
was an oi)en rupture between the pair. As 
slie turned her face away to look at the 
prospect she smiled. Uer wicked black eyes 
fairly danced. 

“ Well, don’t fret, Tom,” with a sweet, little 
air. “It will all come right, I guess. You 
know I am your friend, anyway.” 

Reciprocating this charming advance, Tom 
leaned forward, and imprinted a hearty kiss 
upon Lora’s red Ups. 

But no sooner had he done so than a rousing 
shout made him look around. The commo¬ 
dore was paddling expertly to land in a boat 
of tho smallest dimensions, and Tom, in his 
inattention to surroundings, had nearly en¬ 
countered the little craft. 

Bending to the oars, he turned the wherry, 
secretly a little discomfited. 

“By Mars!” muttered the commodore, 
paddling away. “That’s not right; that’s 
not at all right I I shouldn’t think Olivo 
would stand it.” 


CHAPTER V. 

The Spring House ball, that evening, was 
pronounced a success. Everybody seemed in 
spirits; the ladies looked beautifully. Miss 
Colne wore blue crepe. Vleve Harwich was 
angelic in pure white. I»ora wore a beauti¬ 
ful little bodice of scarlet silk above skirts of 
snowy tulle. And Olive Chcrlton, with 
hardly an ornament hut the little silver comb 
which confined her coronet of silky ebon hair, 


certainly looked like a duchess. It was one 
of her oddities to wear black satin; she could 
certainly afford an oddity which usually 
rendered her the handsomest woman in an 
assembly. 

The cornet sounded. The dancers gather¬ 
ed on tho floor. Three consecutive times 
Tom Dyle danced with Lora Harwich, Olive 
gave Colonel Colne his waltz, then took Com¬ 
modore Dyle’s arm. 

“ You are not well—you wish to go out in 
the air,” he said, seeing her pale face, 

She nodded. 

They went out of the room upon the long 
covered porches. The air was misty with 
rain. Out of sight of the lights from tho 
windows, Olive burst into tears upon his 
shoulder. 

“There, there, poor girl! I see it all. 
Pray don’t give up so, my dear; you will 
make yourself ill. Tom behaves shamefully. 
Come, come (the scamp!), don’t ciy so, 
Olive, my dear; he isn’t worth it.” 

“What have I done—what have I done 
that he should treat me sobbed Olive, 
burying her eyes in her lace handkerchief. 

“It’s outrageous, indcedl How a son of 
mine should treat a woman so I cannot con¬ 
ceive,” exclaimed the commodore. “ But he’s 
young, and don’t know the worth of the sex. 
When a man gets past forty, you don’t catch 
him at any such tricks. No, no.” 

“ You arc so good I” murmured Olive, with 
the glimmering light on her chiselled features 
and rich sable dress. 

“Do you think so, pretty one? Well, if 
Jack Dyle is gray and gouty, his heart is in 
the right place where women are concerned, 
I guess. Now, my dear, wipe lip your eyes 
and take a turn here in the fresh air, while 
we talk it over. When was the wedding to 
take place?” 

“Next month,” 

“ To think of a fine girl like you being left. 
In the lurch so—it’s incredible I Why, when 
I first saw you I fairly envied Tom. I was as 
foolish as that—old fellow that I am.” 

“You? Could you care for me?” mur¬ 
mured Olive, in a tone of melancholy 
amazement 

“I? why not? Do you think it is boys, 
only, that admire lovely women?” 

“I don’t know—but I should never think 
of crylngfor.Tom,if you—if you—” stammer¬ 
ed Olive, in most interesting confiisioii. 

“Zounds, my dear! you have only to say 
the word, and on that wedding day you have 
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fixed you are Mrs. Jack Dylcand the com¬ 
modore stopped abvuptly, holding Olivo’s 
hand, and luuking excitedly upon lier. TIio 
young lady, after a thrilling pause, put her 
arms around his neck. 

“O,” she sobbed, “ you are so good I I 
never should have cried about Tom if I hi^ 
thought you loved me.” 

Which was quite true. Tliis was no mar¬ 
rying of the heir in prospective, but the 
fortune itself, 

“Now you must keep our secret,” with a 
pleading air. “ Tom must not know.” 

And the commodore readily promised, too 
bewildered by his good fortune to wonder 
why Tom must not know; and Olive, on 
being conducted to the hall, flirted conspicu¬ 
ously all the evening with Colonel Colue. 
Her success rendered her more than brilliant¬ 
ly beautiful, and as she danced, Tom Dylo 
forgot his partner, and stood staring at her. 

Tiic next morning, at lunch, it w.'is an¬ 
nounced that Miss Chcritoii had left Bay 
Beach. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Though somewhat taken aback by this 
movement on Olive’s part, Mr. Tom Dylc did 
not, as yet, comprehend the intentions of Ids 
lady love. 

“ I tell you wliat, Lora,” said he, “ if she 
expects me to follow her, she is mistaken. I 
guess when the wedding day draws near that 
she’ll come to terms. The bridegroom is 
rather a necessary part of the programme, 
and Olive’s too devilish proud to make a 
failure of the. thing. Rather tough for lier, 
but it serves her right. She wont try bossing 
me again, 1 reckon.” 

But day after day passed, and no word or 
letter from Miss Clieriton. Tom was secretly 
uneasy, hut managed to appear cool. Lora’s 
little wicked eyes watched lilm maliciously. 

At lengtli the scasljore party broke up and 
returned to tbeir several homes. 

On Tom’s arrival hi New York, his father 
announced his wedding. Tom broke into a 
round oatli of amazement. 

‘MYhy not?” asked the commodore, who 
was nursing his foot on a cushion, his gout 
being unusually severe in the fall weather: 
“ I like women as well as you do, Tom, and 
I’m going to have one of my own.’ 

Who?” asked Tom. 

“ Well, Miss Chcriton Is a fine woman, and 
her motlier is a fine woman; it’s a good 


family to marry into, I think,” replied tho 
commodore, cunningly. 

He had been well drilled OHvc, and un¬ 
derstood the situation. Jealousy (for his son, 
at Iciist, was a younger uiau) made him an 
apt pupil. Oflatehelmd reason to suspect 
that Tom was not indillcrent to Miss Cheri- 
ton. The young gentleman betrayed a rest¬ 
lessness of manner and a nervousness at 
tho sound of her name that was somewhat 
significant. 

“ So you are going to marry Olive’s mother ? 
Zounds!” exclaimed Tom, looking exceeding¬ 
ly astonished. 

“When is your wedding to take place?” 
w.os the commodore’s reply, as he eased tlio 
swelled limb a little. 

“ The thirtieth of September,” replied Tom, 
though he winced a little at the question. 

“Just the day I’ve set upon! Very well, 
And now, Tom, I’m going to take a little 
hearty sleep, and don’t want to be talked to;” 
and having thus dismissed the subject and 
his son together, the commodure threw his 
handkerohief over his face and leaned back 
in bis chair, preparatory to taking hls 'usual 
lengthy after-ilinner nap. 

Quite confounded by tills new develop¬ 
ment, Tom strolled out into the square to 
meditate over his somewhat involved pros¬ 
pects and smoke a cigar. The first person ho 
saw was Alf Chcriton. He started, and ex¬ 
tended his hand. 

“How arc you, Chcriton? How is your 
sister? Have you seen her lately?” 

“ Hardly, for a fortnight. Young ladies 
preparing for matrimony are usually fearfully 
busy and inditrorent to tlie rest of the world. 
My Vieve is the only exception,” blissfully. 
“By George I that girl spends inoro on beg¬ 
gars than slio’ll ever spend for dresses. It’s 
astonishing Iiow pbilantbropic she is!” 

Tom attended only to the first sentences, 
but he managed to say: 

“ I suppose you are going to be married.” 

“ Yes, at Christmasr” and Alf went on de¬ 
tailing his own happy prospects; to which 
Tom listened uitli ill-conccalcd impatjonec. 

If Olive were still employed in the prepara¬ 
tions for her marriage, she must confidently 
expect its fuKilmcnt, and this thought—for 
he had of late been visited by several less 
• pleasant ones—exhilarated him so that ho 
quite overlooked his resentment towards hcr. 
Hut it was strange that no letter came. In 
no way could he now quite reconcile her 
silence. Tho days were flying frightfully 
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prut while he anxiously tried to solve this 
problem. 

Tom Dyle was ojtf of those people who aro 
iiiistable III importmit matters while they aro 
decided to obstinacy in small ones. Ilaving 
taken offence at Olive, and boasted that ho 
tvoidd take no step towards a reconciliation, 
lie would have sacrificed the best interests of 
both rather than yield this point. Tills 
pertinacity of purpose sliowod courage, ho 
believed. 

Ije was almost crazy, though, by the time 
the wedding day arrived. For a while he 
had been wildly uncertain as to the course he 
b.id best pursue, but at lengtli he decided to 
go to Elmwood. Ilis fatlicr was to be mar¬ 
ried—it was his duty to he present at that 
ceremony—and if he discovered that lie, also, 
was expected, in the character of a bridegroom, 
ho should come off with flying colors, 
having gained his point without making any 
concessions. 

With his intentions In the most chaotic 
state he left the city in the early train. 

At Elmwood liis fatlier’s carriage stood be¬ 
fore the door, and ho was welcomed in tlio 
hall by Mrs. Chcrilon. The lady was In 
festive array. 

" You aro late, Tom,” she said. 

“ Why ? Aro you married ?” ho asked. 

“I?” in moment.ary amazement, “No. 
But Olivo is. There I they aro going. Pray 


cxoitso luel” and quite naturally agitated, 
Mrs. Cheriton hurried away. 

Tile door of the south parlor opened. A 
company tlironged out—foremost among 
tliom were tlie commodore and Uie bride, 
Olive CUotiton. She wove a pale, sheeny 
dross, and tliero were orange flowers in her 
bonnet. 

Tlio confused chatter of congratulations, 
and last words, and invitations smote. Tom 
Dyle like a blow, fie stood bewildered as 
Olive’s silk robes rustled out. A servant 
rushing past him to open the door for the 
bridal parly nearly knocked him down. 

Hardly knowing what he did, he souglit art 
egress by another way, knoeking down the 
fishing tackle, and slamming the door as ho 
rushed into the fields. 

From a distance he saw the carriage drivo 
(iway. 

“ Sold, by Jove 1” he exclaimed. 

He considered the matter Iwcnty-fout 
hours, then offered himself to Lora Harwich. 

She refused him. 

In a transjiort of r.age at the duplicity of 
women, poor Tom took passage for France, 
and was absent a year. 

When ho returned, the commodore prpudly 
exhibited a younger heir, and if Tom Dylo 
had retired to a hermit’s cell, immolating 
himself from the world, I should hardly have 
blamed him. 
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' BT StJaxCBE saiwi ; ; V- I 


: this phenomenoa of .beauty and grace 

ttUI arrive to-morrpyr. I hope you will enjoy 
her visit, Esther.” 

“lam sure of it, Baiph, for at school Mad¬ 
eline was wy dearest friend; and since then 
she has won from society the fame of being 
a very charming woman. I hoire you: will 
liheher.” . 

“ I regret it, but I fear your hopes, will not 
.be realized. :Yoii know from the first, Esther, 
that 1 have exhibited no enthusiasm in re¬ 
gard to this visit, and as the event draws 
nearer it doesn't seem a bit more agreeable.” 

“Why,Baiph?” . • 

“ITo, it doesn’t! To tell the truth, it is a ' 
confounded bore!” 

Having delivered himself of these decided 
sentiments, Mr. Baiph McL^ walked to 
.the window, and plunging his hands deep in¬ 
to his. pockets, studied the. honeysuckle at¬ 
tentively. 

Estlier went on knitting rapidly for a mo¬ 
ment or two, and then said, in a low voice: 

“I am sorry that: yon are so.prejudiced 
gainst Madeline, ^Iph. Had I suspected 
yotir feelings, I would not have Invited her.” 

“No, no,” interrupted he. “1 wouldn’t 
deprive you of the pleasure of her visit for 
the world. I’m of no importance.” 

Esther’s check blushed. 

- “Tbat is nnkind, Baiph. Ton know very 
well that anything disagreeable to you can¬ 
not be pleasant to ,me. 1 assure you that 
when 1 invited Madeline I thought of your 
pleasure as much as my own. She is a very 
brilliant girl; and lam sure that after you 
have seen her you will repent of all the un¬ 
kind things you have said, and like her as 
well as I dp.” , 

“ Kind fate forbid! I Imve np ambjUon to 
he a maniac, even on so superior a subject. 
To-morrow; morning I shall start for Uncle 
James’s. The fishing and hunting are good 
there; and I gness I will be able to make life 
eudiirable till the departure of the siren.” 

“ Baiph, yon don’t mean Itl Ton would 
not be so unkind!” 

“Indeed, I do mean It; and as for the 
kindness of it, I tbink I deserve credit for my 
magnanimity. If I staid here I might possi¬ 
bly win some of your darlingl’s smiles from 


you; but going, I.leave yon wlthuutia rival. 
Of course you wont miss me.”. 

, Esther did not answer this. She.wasstrug: 
gliiig so hard to keep back her tears, tliatslie 
dared not trust her voice. Baiph cast aquick 
glance behind him, and saw the mischief 
that his words bad done. His heart smote 
him; but he was a man on his dignity, and 
he could, not step down all at once, just be¬ 
cause a girl was a little pouty. He looked at 
the honeysuckles harder, and even tried to 
whistle, but it was a miserable attempt. The 
notes died on his lips in a tortured squeal, as 
if ashamed of themselves, as they ought to 
have been. He looked at Esther again. Tills 
time he saw tears glistening on her lashes. 
None but a brute could stand that unmoved, 
and Baiph wasn’t quite a brute. He went to 
her side, and said, in a coaxing tone: 

“ Come, Essie, don’t feel so badly. I was 
a:Wretch to say what I did; hut it is con¬ 
foundedly provoking to have an .empty-head¬ 
ed flirt come in and spoil our summer for ns.” 

: ; “ She is not empty headed, Baiph,” replied 
Esther, loyal to her friend through all; “and 
she’ll make our summer pleasanter.” 

■ A. retort sprang to Balph’s lips, but the 
eyes raised to his were still shining through 
tears, and he swallowed it : 

“Never mind, Esther, we wont discuss 
that now. I’m sorry I, hurt your feeliiigsL 
Those tears are worth more than all the 
Madelines in the.world. Forgive roe. 1 don’.t 
need any one to make either summer or win¬ 
ter bright where you are.” 

What woman’s heart could stand such am 
appeal? Not Esther’s. She wiped away lier 
tears, but clung to her project. 

“ Never mind,. Baiph. I’ll forget all about 
it; but you mustcMl to-morrow evening and 
see Madeline.” 

Baiph. made a wry; face, but be gave the 
desired promise, and soon Esther stood in 
the window, wateliing his tali form as it dis¬ 
appeared in,the distance. 

Balph. and &ther held that relationship, 
called “ next neigiibor,” towards each otlier. 
They had been playmates from childhood; 
and when . Esther’s little., feet first travelled 
the path to school, she clung tightly to 
Balpb’s hand, into whose care she had been 
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committed by her mother, itrith the admoni- 
tiba to take good care of her little girL .And 
he was &itfaful to: the charge. Ko big boy 
dared to tease, or ilbnatured'girl to slap or 
otherwise molest her wiiiie he was hear. 
Childhood passed, and Ralph became a big 
oollege boyl The baby lore grew stronger, 
and . many were the quires of note that it 
consumed to tell how each was missed. At 
last student days were over, and Ralph re¬ 
turned home “a lawyer of fine promise,” 
who was sure to make his mark in the worid. 
The Tillr^e belles smiled, and the mammas 
had akind word forhim; but he saw noth¬ 
ing but Bather. At the time our story opens 
he had been practising bis profession five 
years, and won'all the fame the village had 
to give; and the gossips had decided that it 
was time that Rstber and he were one. 
Ralph smiled when the news reached him; 
and then he thought: 

“ It is time. My fame is surely spreading, 
and independent of that, I. have enough to 
give Esther a home. I guess we had better 
be married soon.” 

True, he bad sever asked her to he .his 
wife, but she knew be intended she shonld 
hold that position. She knew he loved her, 
and he was perfectly satisfied that she loved 
him. ' That was enough: He’d ask her to 
be married in the fall. He bHi. intended tc 
say this to her the moniing we first met 
them, but Madeline’s expected arrival turned 
everything into a difi'erent channeL 

Madeline arrived in due time, and was 
greeted, with the proper ecstasies. Esther 
had not overrated her beauty, and after she 
had left her in her room to change her trav¬ 
elling-dress, she smiled triumphantly over 
Ralph’s sure defeat. r 

If Madeline was beautiful in her travelling- 
dress, she was dazzling when she reappeared 
in pure soft vdiite, with no ornament hut a 
' blue ribbon wpnud in her aubiim hair. . 

Esther was not plain. Her hair was soft 
brown, and her eyes a deep dark gray; but 
her complexion, though pure, was pale. 
Which gave her a quiet home air, and made 
her look like a faded print beside this bril- 
liant-hued fairy. .' Most girls would have 
feared to expose a lover to the contrast, but 
Esther never thought of this. She loved 
Madeline; she was proud of her beauty; and 
she wanted Ralph to acknowledge it too] ' 

After sapper the family gathered in the 
parlor; Madeline seated herself: Where the 
light fell in a golden shower over her, and 


displayed her beauty to the best advantage. 
Esther-watched-her, and waited impatiently' 
for Ralph. He came at last, and Esther 
smiled a little provoking smile at his look of 
unfeigned admiration when presented. But 
if surprised, be was not defeated. He retired 
-to a corner, and-'stood by his colors nobly. 
After the'first glance, Madeline apparently 
paid.no attention to him, but prattled away 
merrily-to the others.. Ralph fretted under 
this. He addressed several remarks to Hef, 
which were answered politely but concisely, 
-without the least encoaragement for further 
conversation, and at last, in desperation, he 
surrendered himself to Mr. Merton, to discubs 
the last political development, till it was 
time for him to leave. Esther arose to go to 
the door With him, not quite so elated as she 
w.as a short time before. Madeline paused 
in the midst of an animated conversation 
with Esther’s big brother, to give him a be¬ 
wildering languid glanoe under her lashes, 
and say “ goodrcvening.” 

“ ■S7ell, Ralph,” asked Esther, when th^ 
stood on the piazza, ” is she not beautiful?’: 

' .“ Very,” replied he. “And she is perfectly 
aware of the fact.” ' 

“ I am sure you’ll like her.” 

“ So you’ve remarked before,” ’ ' 

“ Don’t be, cross, Ralph.” . . 

“ Don’t be foolish. Esther.” 

A silence of a few minutes, then Esther, 
said: 

“Ton wont go to yonr uricle’s to-morrow ?” 

Ralph mused. 

“ I can’t say; but I—guess—not I’ll give 
the aurora borealis ' another interview.” 
And then, as if suddenly aroused, ^It istoo . 
damp for you here, Esther. I wont keep you 
any longer. Gcood-hight.” And kissing her 
Cheek, he left her. 

That night Madeline, resting her folded 
arms on the toilet table, looked into the glass 
and commented with herself thus: . 

“ He is certainly very handsome; and' has 
more style arid intelligence abont him than 
half adozen fashionable fops melted into one. 
I wonderif be is eligible. I tried togetsome 
information from that clown of a brother, 
bat ail he wonid say was, ‘ A lawyer and par¬ 
ticular friend of Esther’s.’ ’ The lawyer part 
is favorable,' and in regard to Esther—bah! 
If he is her lover, let her' keep him, if she 
can! I- admire him more than any gentle¬ 
man I have ever met.' I shall question Esther 
tmraorrow, and if everything is favorable, he 
shall be at my feet in two weeks, or Madeliue 
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Clyde is nnwbrtliy of-her laurelsP! And 
with this most laudable resolution, she pre- 
pared for slumber. .; 

. “ It is certsunly delightful here in summer, 
Esther,” said Madeline, as the two gitis sat 
with their work under the trees the nert 
morning. “ But what do, you do with your¬ 
self in the winter? ' I should die of ennui. 
Tou seem to be completely isolated; not a 
house in sight Does any (me else live in 
this (muntry . 

Esther laughed. 

“ Indeed, there are plenty of people, amd 
very agreeable ones, too, living not many 
hundred miles away from ns. The trouble 
;is,each house lies at the foot Of a hill, and 
■one is ignorant of the existence of bis neigli- 
bor, till suddenly, he sees his castle lying at 
his feet” 

“How poetically expressed! The same 
Esther as of the old bright daya But to 
,came back to mortals and mortality. As the 
population is so dense, I suppose the winter 
must be a succession of parties and tea- 
drinkings.” 

“Yes, there are a-good many, but I don’t 
care much for them. You know I always 
was on the quiet order, arid I haven’t chaiiged 
any. TyehaVe a large-family. Balphis-wlth 
us a great deal; aud .our evenings pass so 
pleasantly at home that it is more of a.trial 
, than a pleasure to waste any of them at 
parties.” 

■ “Ealph? who is he?- A brother I have 
not seen yet?” ’ 

“ Ko. He is the gentleman you saw last 
night. Mr. McLeod,” : 

“Ah I the young man who was so devoted 
to your father, and spent the whole evening 
discussing the Crops, I think it was. Ididnlt 
observe anything particularly brilliant about 
him,” 

Esther flushed. 

“ You certainly didn’t give him much 
chance to display his balliancy, Madeline; 
but I assure you he possess® alarge amount. 
Our first lawyers have proph®ied a success- 
fid career for him.” 

“Is he a lawyer?” 

“Yes; and he.has already won more lau- 
.rels than .any man of his age in the State.” 

“ Beallyj Estlier, yon; arouse: both my. curi¬ 
osity and interest.. I am eager to cultivate 
his acquaintouoe. ,I always-feel a deep inr 
terest in such rising stars.- To me there, is 
nothing more-noble than-a man struggling' 
with fortune for feme.” 


■ Esther laughed. ■ : 

: “lam sorry to dethrone your hero, Made¬ 
line, but Baiph isn’t the man. Eortune has 
always been on his side. He is an only child, 
and bis .parents are wealthy. In fact, there 
is no need for him to spend an hourin toil” 
—^but a shadow fell over her. Madeline ut¬ 
tered a pretty little scream, and Baiph stood 
before them. The bad humor Of the past 
night had flown, and he was bright as the day. 

“ Good-morning, ladies,” said he, bowing 
gracefully. “ Miss Clyde, I beg pardon for 
startling yon; but in return I claim some 
apology from yon for the unpleasant infor¬ 
mation that I am ungainly enough to alarm 
a young lady.” 

Madeline smiled bewitchlngly. 

“ Mr. McLeod does himself great injustice. 
The result is not always in harmony with 
the cause, for an angel suddenly dropped at 
one’s feet would alarm her as much as a 
monster.” ■ 

“ Tour illustration is—” 

“Please Esther, imother wants you,” 
called one of those irrepressible, little sisters. 

Esther obeyed tbe call and Baiph took her 
empty seat. A silence followed. The inter¬ 
ruption had broken Baiph’s chain of thought, 
and at a loss for something to say, he waited 
for his companion to speak first. But Made¬ 
line wasn’t going to doanything of the kind. 
She intended to test his metal thoronglily 
this morning, and not one straw would she 
throw him to help him float The silence 
became embarrassing. Baiph changed his 
hat to the other hand. From niider her 
lash® Madeline watched him coolly and 
mercilessly. AtlMt, In d®palr,BaIph jerked 
out: 

“ Fine day. Miss Clyde.” 

A little smile played, around her lips, and 
dropping her work in her lap, she ®ked, 
solemnly: * : 

“ I wOnder if one human expectation were 
ever realized?” • 

Balph’s composure w® restored, and he 
put his hat on the ground. . 

“ That’s too deep a question for my limited 
information, Miss ClydA Pll consult an au¬ 
thority on the subject and report the result 
But why do yon ask ?” ' 

Her eyes twinkled. 

£ShaU Itell?’’ . 

“Byall meails,” 

■“Well, jutt before you .appeared, Esther 
had extolled yon for a paragon Of talent and 
originality, till my expectations were wrought 
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up to a fearful-pitch, I expected to.seepearls 
drpp from your lips; fancy the e&ct ofyour 
weather report.” 

Balph bit his lips. . 

, “ I am enfortunate, this morning. This Ja 
the second time X have shocked you; per¬ 
haps I had better anticipate tiie third time 
by leaving now.” He picked, up the hat. 
The mischief vanished from Madeline’s face. 

“There! now I’ve done it again! Said 
naughty things till I’ve offended you; and I 
wanted all the time jto make, you like me. 
Please forgive me this time, Mr. McLeod, 
and I’ll try to be good in the future.’! The 
great biueieyes looked into his with a plead¬ 
ing gaze, and the red lip seemed to quiver. 
Down went the hat ^ain, and nothing but 
sheer force of will kept its owner from going 
down, too, on his knees before her. 

“Don’t look so. Miss Clyde; you distress 
me. I was a brute to speak as I did. May I 
indeed dare to hope you will like me a little ?” 

How beautifully she played her game! it 
was not her policy to take the sentimental 
tone just yet.' She had just thrown that lit¬ 
tle burst in to give a dash of color to the con¬ 
versation ; so that he would think of it after 
he left her, and at last stow it away in his 
memory in some little nook, where it would 
not be jostled by everyday things. But she 
wasn’t ready to either receive or give any 
sudden outburst of friendship^ She dropped 
her eyes, and wrappiugherself up in propriety, 
replied: 

“I don’t know; perhaps, if you work for it. 
Suppose you begin the campaign by captur¬ 
ing my ball, which I see has.gone on an ex-’ 
ploring expedition in that higli grass.” 

Balph arose' with father a crest-fallen air, 
and recovered the ball. 

“ Thank you,” as demurely as a nun. “ I 
wonder what keeps Esther so long?” . 

“ I really can’t say ; but if you are anxious 
about her, I will Inquire.” 

“ O no! I wouldn’t trouble you for worlds; 
and besides, here'she comes now. What has 
kept you so long, Ekher? I bad begun to 
fear that your exit was, final” 

. “ Have I been so very long?” 

“ I suppose not, according to the measure¬ 
ment of time; hilt it seemed ages to me.” 

Ralph tried not to look disgusted. Esther 
laughed. 

“ Vm sorry, dear, but don’t feel badly, fd* I 
was talking of you. Hugh wanted to see 
me about a ride for this afternoon; would 
you like it?” 


Yery much,.but for the reason I have, 
never ridden anything more dangerous .than - 
a hobby horse in my life, and,, I fear that I 
would need at least two escorts to, pick, me 
up as l^t as I could fi .pffi”.: 

“Are yon in earaest, Madeline? wouldn’t; 
yon like to go?” 

“,i woiUd be delighted if you think it 
possible.”. 

“ Of.course it is. Eve^ one has to ride 
for the first time, and very few are killed by 
it. Ealph is a capital-teacher. He will take 
charge of you, and I’ll be responsible for the 
broken bones. You can go,can’t you, Ralph ?” 

“ b, certainly! that is, if Miss .Clyde thinks - 
t^t she can drag out a few miserable hours 
in my soeiety.” . 

“1 shall be so.interested in,the preserva¬ 
tion of my neck, that I shanft mind it.” 

“ Thank you; and for, fear that you-may- 
change your mind. I’ll take' my departure 
now. What time do we start, Esther?” 

“ Eour, We will go to ’ Tiie Witches Wash 
Bowl,’ and I want to be back by six.” 

. “Yery well; Til be in time. Au revoir, 
Miss Clyde.” 

Four o’clock came, and they started for the 
ride. At firet, Madeline was very timid, and 
required constant care from Ralph, much to 
the disgust of Hugh, who had reckoned, on 
a continuation of the past evening. Poor 
boy! That was a bright dream, but it is over 
forever, and erelong you will bless your 
guidingjstar that it faded before it left its 
mark. . 

The weather and scenery were delightful. 
By the time they reached the ‘Bowl,’ Mad¬ 
eline’s skill and confidence had increased as¬ 
tonishingly. She was: in a charming mood,and 
before they retnmed, Ralph, had be^ed the 
privilege of giving her riding lessons every 
day, till something more ^eeable “ turned 
up.” 

The summer rolled on, and if practice 
makes perfect, Madeline’s Wospects for being 
the chanipion equesiriCTne of the world were 
good. Many things had “ turned up ” during 
this time; but as soon as the, spirit of dis¬ 
turbance was laid, the lessons were resumed. 
Esther, happy that Ealph was, at last, recon¬ 
ciled to Madeline, often remained, at home, 
and they always staid later when she was 
not with them. Gossips, of course, began to 
talk; but Esther never listened to gossip. 
Madeline’s visit was drawing, to a close, and 
Esther gave her a farewell party. It was 
only a modest affair, not a crush; Esther. 
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ab'aminated those things. Justfaces enoagh 
to prevent both monotony and confusion;' 
the object was to pleas^ not to dazzle. 
Esther invited one young lady to tea. This 
was Lucy Rusbton, her mdst intimate friend. 
Liicy vvas afrank noble girl','with a face as 
truthful and fresh as her heart. ' She was de¬ 
voted to Esther, but she didn't like Madeline; 
and Madeline returned the feeling with in¬ 
terest; the result was a painful politeness 
between them; and the hour which elapsed 
between tea and the arrival of the guests, 
Was a well-bred inquisition, which irritated 
poor Lucy’s blunt nature almost to frenzy. 
More than once she hovered on the brink of 
open warfare. At last, deliverance came in 
the shape of the guests, and Lucy retired to 
a corner, vowing vengeance and a merciless 
surveiilance of Miss Clyde’s conduct in the 
future, arid that evening in particular. 

The guests had nearly all arrived, but Balph 
was not among them. Madeline grew ner¬ 
vous. The dancing began. Still no Ralph, 
and Madeline reluctantly gave her hand to , 
some one, she didn’t notice who. Had she 
suspected how closely Lucy was watching 
her, she might have feigned a little interest; 
but she was blissfully unconscious of that 
maiden’s attentlen, and her partner found 
her very stupid. The dance was over and 
she was going to a seat, when she heard her 
name, and Ralph stood beside her. Her air 
changed at once. She dropped her partner’s 
arm, and held up hei'finger at him. • 

“O wickedness I 'What has kept you so 
long?’’ 

“Hot my will, you may be sure. Have 
you been dancing?” 

“ Yes; I couldn’t help it.” 

“ Never mind. 'Will you go on the piazza ?” 
he asked. 

“ Yes.” And without a word of apology, 
she went away, leaving the astonished youth 
to compose an essay on the manners Of city 
girls. 

It was a lovely night. The moon shim¬ 
mered softly through the trees, and all the 
otheivet ceteras were in good order. They 
walked in silence for a short time, and then 
Ralph said: 

“ Let us sit down." He drew two chaire 
in'the shadow, and they seated themselves. 
The dancing had begun again in the parlor, 
and they were alone. Good angels, save 
them now, for they floated on very deep wa¬ 
ter and their craft was frail. Tlie silence 
continued. Madeline waited for Ralph to 


speak, but be was fighting too hard a battle 
to dare to trust his tongue. It was the old, 
old contest between conscience and self; and 
this was the burden of it: 

Self said, “ Slie has no claim upon me. I 
have never asked her to be niy wife.” 

Conscience replied, “ Coward, she has ev¬ 
ery claim. Yori have wooed her from child¬ 
hood ; and the tacit tie that binds you is the 
most binding, becanae it is the fruit of her 
perfect faith.” 

“ 1 can’t help that. I can’t be responsible 
for her fancies.” 

You have given her j ust cause ,for every 
hope she has.” ' 

** I thought I loved her then. I don’t now.” 

“She loves you just the same.” 

“Yes, that is ail very well, but I love 
another.” 

“ Yon have no Tight to. Pare you wreck 
her happiness ?” • 

“ Then my happiness is nothing.” 

“Ralph!” 

, He started from his meditations; she had 
never called him Ralph before. 

“What is it?” Dfearest trembled on his 
lips, but he checked it. 

“ Why are you so quiet to-night? Ate you 
ill, or sad ?” 

At that moment, hut a few feet from them 
in the parlor, Lucy put her arm about Esther, 
and asked; < 

“ Where is Ralph, Esther?” 

Esther looked around the room. 

“ I don’t know. He was here a few min. 
utes ago. 1 guess he’s with Madeline.” 

Lucy looked at her steadily. 

“ Esther you are a wonderiul girl.” 

“And you are a naughty one, Lucy. You 
have tried all your life to spoil me.aud if you 
don't stop soon, you will accomplish your 
aim by making me vain of my resistance.” 

They were standing apart from the crowd, 
and Esther kissed her friend’s cheek. Lucy’s 
eyes sparkled a little brighter than usual. 

“Esther, you,know I love you.’’ 

“ Of course I dp.” 

“Then you will forgive me if I.say some¬ 
thing that may hurt you?” 

“I would rather riot have the cause to for¬ 
give you. Why need you say anything to 
hurt me ?” 

“Because—because I think I ought to. 
Sa^Pyoii will forgive me ?” 

“ Yes, I will. Now let us have the ' Raw 
Bones and Bloody Head.’ ” 

Lucy hesitated, and then jerked out: 
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“You may think me impertinent and med¬ 
dlesome, Esther, but I can’t 1 stand, silently 
by, and see you imposed upon any longer. 
Madeline Clyde is trying her best to com& 
between you and Ealpb.” . ; 

A sharp pain shot though Estbeifs liearb, 
She put Lucy’s arm from her, and saidj coldly: 

“Ihave no doubt but that your moUves 
are good, Lucy, but you have rather trans^ 
gi-esseii your privileges.” 

“ b Esther, please.forgive me! Ton know 
I only meant kindngps.” 

The tears in Lucy’s ey^ recalled Esther. 

“ Forgive me, Lucy, for shaking so un- 
Idndly, and behaving so ridiculously. I am 
very much obliged foryour interest, but don’t 
be anxious, my dear. I am not a bit jealous, 
and I am very glad that Baiph enjoys Made¬ 
line’s society.” 

“ Esther, you are so truthful yourself, that 
you can’t suspect deceit in another. Pardon 
* me once more; but if you would ouly be 
more watchful, you— 

“ My d^ Lucy, I never watched any one 
in my life. ButFlI tell you what you can 
do; go and hunt them np right away, and if 
you overhear Kalph say one improper thiug, 
oome and tell me.” And she left her to 
speak to a guest. 

Lucy stood a moment, and then started in 
grim determinaUon to fulfil Esther’s playful 
advice. We will huciy ahead of her, and taka 
up Ealph and Madeline where we left them. 

“Are you ill, or sad?” And Madeline’s 
voice trembled in sympathy. 

Baiph shut his teeth, and tried to laugh. 

. “Neither, Miss Clyde; a little mooney, I 
guess. See how beautifully the light silvers 
tliat bush. But I begyour mercy! I believe, 
in the infancy of our acquaintance, you 
snubbed me for commenting on the beauties 
of nature.” 

Conscience had just replied to the last ar¬ 
gument He had faintly resolved to fight on 
that side, and he made this dash to get from 
under fire. It was in vain; she dragged him 
up to ihe guns again. 

“ Did I ? lam sorry for it. I thought that 
you had forgotten all those disagreeable 

things. You are cruel to speak of them-now.” 

Ealph made one more efibrt. 

“I must do many ‘cruel thin^,’ I think.” 

She turned her eyes full upon him. They 
were moist, and, it might have been the play 
of a moonbeam, but he thought her lip trem¬ 
bled. At this moment self shrieked: 

“Man, you are a brute! she loves you!” 


And.before coiiscience eonid utter a plea, he 
had drawn her to his breast and was sayingt 

“Madeline, my, darling! my love! forgive 
me! I will never be cruel to you again!” 

The. golden , head nestled closer to him, 
and neither saw a form steal softly.back int'or 
the house. Nor .did they; notice the shadow 
that -fell before them, when, a few. minutes 
Inter, .the form -returned: leading, -. another, 
which stood with parted lips aud clasped: 
hands to listen. 

, “ But Esther, darling 1 They say that she 
loves you, and that you are engaged to her.” 

The head bent eagerly forward to catch, 
theanswer. ;. 

“ S'o, darling, I am not engaged to her. I 
once fancied that I liked her; but after I saw 
you, I knew that it was only a fancy. In 
regard to her loving me. I’m sorry if she 
does; but I can’t help it, I wont give up my 
sunbeam, for all the Esthers in the world;” 

The form dropped its head, and, by the 
mooiih'gbt, one coidd see a shudder like a 
mighty.convulsiou pass over her; and then 
she turned and walked- swiftly away. The 
other ibllowed.her;.hut witii an imperative 
gesture she waved fier back, and going down 
the steps, she w^ soon.lost iii the glimmer 
aad shade. The.othersatdown on the steps, 
and buried her face in her hands. The lov¬ 
ers, forgetftil of all but their happiness, built 
castles for the future, and through the epen 
wiiulows came merry music and the sound 
of the dancers’ feet. 

An hour passed, and.then.inquiries were 
made for Esther. Lacy heard them, aud to 
defer the discovery as long as possible, stole 
away to Esther’s' room. Biilph and Made¬ 
line aroused themselves from their dream of 
rapture aud returned to the pa^or, and for a 
while all went merry again. Another hour 
passed, and still no Estlier. 

“It is very strange,” said her mother. 

“ Perhaps she is "up stairs.” 

She went to her room and tried the door. 

It was lacked. She knocked. Lucy thought 
it was Esther, aud opened at once- Her eyes 
were red, and she was very pale. Mrs. Mer¬ 
ton started. 

“Lucy! what is the matter? 'Wliere is . 
Esther?” 

“Esther! Hasn’t she come in yet? I 
thought you were she.” 

“Come in? Where has she gone? "Wliat 
is tlie matter, child ?” 

“Don’t ask me! don’t ask me! It is 
dreadful! She went iuto the shrubbery. She 
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would not let me go with ter; andlthonght 
she woald be better alone. Go after her.' I 
fear something has happened. O Esther F’ 
And she burst into'tears. - ' 

Alarmed and aetohlsbed, Mrs. Merton hur¬ 
ried down stairs and told what 'she could of 
Lucy’s incoherent stoty, and then a search 
was began. ,, > . 

Calls were made for Ralph; hoping that he- 
might be able to throw some light on the 
■mystery; biitno Ralph was to-be found. His' 
guilty conscience told him the truth? and 
'not daring to face the possible-result, he left' 
the house. 

^They searched the paths near the house; 
no trace of her. They went across the lawn 
to a place where the boughs interlaced so 
thickly that the sunlight could scarcely creep 
through, and there, in the cold wet grass 
they found her lying, still and white. With 
the dread their lips could not tell burning in 
their eyes, they lifted her, and bore her to 
the house. Madeline met them at the door. 
One look at the marble-like face, and crying, 
“She ir dead!” she fell fainting to thefloor. 

But Esther was not dead, They put her 
on her bed, and at length consciousness re¬ 
turned. She opened her eyes, looked yacant- 
ly around, and then, passing her hand across 
her brow, said, slowly: 

“PoorEsther! Isn’t it dreadful ?” 

The white faces around her grew whiter, 
and each looked at the cither, for the hope 
that none could give. The blow had spared 
her life, but her reason had gone. 


^ night her mother and Lucy watched 
hMide her. She slept quietly, and in the 
morning rose and dressed herself as usual; 
Bnt there was no chOTge. The sariie dreary 
light was in her eyes, the same hopeless, 
crahed look on her face. She spoke to no 
one, andhoticed nothing; and when spoken 
to; she would look up at! the speaker with a 
piteous, frightened’gaze, and say: ‘ 

“Tes. PoorEsther! Isn’t it dreadful ?” 

• Her ^ysician said that it would end in a 
violent fit of illness, and then; if her life was 
spared; her'reason might be restored. But 
it did not end thus. As thC summer wahed 
her strength began to fail; They watched 
her with the tenderest card. She uttered no ' 
complaint, and gave no sign Of snfieriiig, but 
slowly and -surely she grew weaker every' 
day; and when the hazy autumn came, the' 
time when Ralph had' thought to make her 
his wife; they laid the tired heart to test. 

And what of Ralph and Madeline? She' 
left for her home the morning after that ter- ' 
rible iiight;and Ralph soon followed her. He 
ndver saw Esther again, and' for a while he' 
was overwhelmed with remoree. But it was' 
only a woman’s heart that was broken. The' 
world called that no crime; and itsfavors, 
and Madeline’s smiles, soon reconciled him; 
and when the violets blosomed bn Esther’s 
grave, he led Madeline to the altar. The' 
wedding was briliiant, and'the bride beauti-' 
ful, and friends showered' congratulations ’ 
on them.- Ah looked bright. eanwe,should 
we, wish them happiness? ■’ 
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I. 

The spicy fragrance of carnations came 
from the garden, borne to the conple in the 
orchard by tlie soft summer wind. The 
leaves of the apple tree, under which they 
were standing, shook and rustled over their 
heads. They could hear the gay laughteir 
of the party assembled on the lawn, en¬ 
gaged in some game or other. Looking 
above them, they could see a sky of un¬ 
clouded blue, and the river, of which they 
could only catch a glimpse, wound along 
like a silver thread a mile away. The earth 
beneath their feet was carpeted in dark 
green. The birds sang in the trees around 
their sweetest songs. 

The two standing there in the orchard 
were Minnie Pierpoint and Niel Marsh. 
Minnie was a very pretty creature, with 
small figure, and a face’ bright and bewitch¬ 
ing. Hers was an innocent and joyous na¬ 
ture. Kiel Marsh was a young man of a 
little more than medium height. He was 
handsome, possessing a pair of dark eyes, a 
high forehead, and a brown, heard and 
mustache. People said that he was a great 
flirt, aud that he had never gone far enough 
in love affairs in his life to be seriously in¬ 
volved. He would make love desperately 
enough, but had never permitted himself 
to be ensnared in even an engagement, let 
alone that destroyer of old bachelors, mat¬ 
rimony. 

“Shall we go to the house?** Minnie 
said, presently. 

“As you please,” 2^Iel answered. 

“ Come, then.** 


Niel walked along by her side toward the 
house. The two were on quite good terms. 
Niel told himself that he liked Minnie as 
he would a sister. So, therefore, while he 
was cordial and friendly with her, he did 
not try to engage in a flirtation. liatterly, 
however, his manner had been approach¬ 
ing that of the lover. 

They had almost reached the house when 
they encountered another couple. 

“ Good-moming, Miss Moreland and Mr. 
DurantP’ Niel said; and Minnie saluted 
the pair also. 

Hiss Moreland was totally unlike Minnie, 
being tall and queenly. Still, she was 
neither cold nor distant, hut veiy pleasant 
in her manners. Everybody liked 
Moreland. 2dr. Durant was a gentleman, 
with bright gray eyes, black whiskers, 
well-formed features, and a pleasantly 
curved mouth. 

“This is a delightful morning,** Miss 
Moreland said to Niel. 

“ Indeed it is,” Niel replied. “The air 
is balmily sweet.*’ 

By some means or other the two conples 
became changed about, so that Niel aad 
Miss Moreland walked together, and Min¬ 
nie and Mr. Durant. 

Reaching the bouse, they entered the 
parlor. Perhaps it will he best to state 
here that these young people, and a dozen 
others, were the guests of Mr. DickAyle- 
shire, to whom the house, and orchard, 
and many adjacent fields belonged. Dick 
was a clever fellow, and had inherited this 
property from his father. He spent mufh 
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of his time in the city, but this ^as his 
summer home. 

“ Aliss Horeland, TPill you favor us with 
some music Minnie said, as she opened 
the piano. 

Miss Moreland did as she was requested. 
Presently a half dozen other people eu- 
Uered. 

“ Congratulate me,” cried a young lady, 

you ladies and geutlemeii here, for I have 
just vanquished Mr. Clayton at croquet! I 
and my allies, I mean, of course.” 

“Are you not pretty nearly invincible. 
Miss Bichardson?” Niel Marsh answered. 
“ I dare say you will vanquish Mr, Clayton 
in more ways than one before the summer 
is over.” 

They all laughed, Mr. Clayton with as 
good grace as any of them. Miss Kichard- 
son changed the subject. 

“ How many of you have heard that we 
are going to have an escursion party?” she 
asked. “ It is to be to Beach Grove, which 
is three miles away, and ou the river, too.” 

Kearly all had heard of it. 

“ When is it to be, do you know, Miss 
Bichardson ?” Mr. Durant asked. 

“ I do not,” Miss Hichardsou returned; 
” in the course of a few days, I presume.” 

More remarks were made upon this sub¬ 
ject, but no one knew anything more about 
it than Miss Bichardson had told. 

On the afternoon of the same day Archie 
Clayton was iu Kiel Marsh’s room. These 
two young men were very intimate friends. 
They had been talking some time when 
Niel said, “ I believe Pm iu love.” 

“ It appears to me that you ought to be 
positive about it,” Archie laughed, in re¬ 
turn. 

“Well, then, I am in love,” Niel said, 
“hut—” 

“Well?” 

“ You’ll laugh at me, Archie, I don’t 
doubt, when I tell you that the trouble is 
that I can’t locale iU” 

Archie did laugh. 

“What a term!” he said. “I guess I 
understand you. I suppose that a couple 
of young ladies divide your affections. Is 
that it?” 

“ Three of them, my dear boy!” Kiel re¬ 
turned, dolefully enough; “all most un¬ 
commonly bewitching girls.” 

“ Hal haT’ laughed Archie, louder than 
ever. “ Who ever heard of the like I Three 
at once I” 


“I don’t care for your laughing, Mr. 
Archie,” Kiel said, “ but I assure you that 
this matter is giving me a great deal of 
trouble.” 

“ Don’t be alarmed, Kiel, your disease is 
too scattering to be fatal. Pshaw, my dear 
fellow! I’m positive that you are not seri¬ 
ously affected at all. The motto of love is, 
‘ The one woman of all the world for me.’ 
Three, indeed I You are not in love.’' 

“ Well, it’s something singular that’s got 
hold of me, anyhow.” 

“And I though^ too,^ Archie continued, 
“ that you were too much of a flirt to be 
easily caught by oue woman, let alone 
throe getting the better of you at once.” 

“ Well,” said Kiel, speaking about flir¬ 
tations, that’s where my trouble com¬ 
menced. You see, Pve decided to stop 
that, and to get serious. To put it plainly, 
Pm going to get married. My income 
will justify that. But looking around me, 
I find that three young ladies are equally 
high in my regard. I believe that either 
one of them could make me happy, if it 
wasn’t for the other tw*o. My dear boy, 
please don’t think that I am assuming that 
I can get any one of them, for I don’t 
know anything about that.” 

“ O ho T’ Archie replied, “ I think I un¬ 
derstand you better now. Tour deliberate 
conclusion is that you want to fall in love 
and marry; there are three youiig ladies 
whom you respect and like equally. Going 
about this matter deliberately, you can’t 
decide which oue to love. That’s it, and 
so don’t say that you love them all. Take 
my advice, and let matters take their 
course, and fate will bring it out all right 
for you. Be careftl that you don't ask any 
of them to marry you, as the result of this 
deliberate conclusion. Wait till you are 
positive that you love one girl better than 
all tbe rest of the world, then j^ou’ll be 
safe.” 

“Humph!” Kiel ejaculated, “I think I 
will love my wife well enough. But Pm 
not so sure that you are right about my sot 
being in love yet. Of course, after Pm 
married to a woman I will not think about 
any other.” 

“ Well, who are the three girls that are 
giving you so much trouble, just at pres¬ 
ent?” Archie asked. 

“ One is Miss Pierpoint.” 

“ I don’t believe you could find anybody 
to suit you better.” 
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^Another is Miss Moreland.” 

“Humplir^ Archie returned, “if yon 
are in love with her, you can look out for 
having Durant for a rival.” 

“I atn not so sure about that,” Niel 
said. “1 thought he cared more for Miss 
Minnie.” 

“ Well, well, we can only guess at that,” 
said Archie. “ I don’t know anything cer> 
tain about it, and it may be neither. Who 
is the other one?” 

“ Miss BichaidsoD,” Niel returned. 

Archie gave an involuntary start, which 
was not noticed, however, by Niel, and his 
face clouded. 

“Miss BichardsonT’ he repeated, his 
thoughts seemingly abstracted. 

“ Yes, Miss Richardson,” Niel uttered. 
“ Don’t you think she would suit me as 
well as Miss Pierpoint?” 

“I dare say she would,” Archie said, 
slowly. 


n. 

The day upon which the escursion of 
which Miss Richardson had spoken was to 
occur, came. Quite early in the day a gay 
party repaired to Beach Grove, fully pre* 
pared to enjoy themselves. The river near 
which Beach Grove was situated was not a 
very large one. 

The party had a couple of sets of cro¬ 
quet, a half dozen baskets of various dain¬ 
ties for lunch, and a stage had been erect¬ 
ed in the shadiest part of the grove for 
dancing. Everything, even to an uncloud¬ 
ed sky, seemed propitious for a pleasant 
time. 

The hours passed. The party took lunch. 
That over, nearly all of them started ofii in 
various directions for a ramble through the 
grove. Miss Pierpoint and Mr. Clayton, 
and Miss Moreland and Mr. Durant hap¬ 
pened to go together. On they went, going 
iirst in one direction and then another, so 
that they were never very far from where 
they had started. At length they came 
out close by the river. 

“I wonder if there is a boat in which 
we could take a ride?” cried Minnie Pier¬ 
point. 

“There is none in right,” said Archie 
Clayton, looklag up and dowu along the 
shore. *^But if Sir. Durant will go up the 
stream, I will go down it, and we will seo 
if we can find one. That is, if you young la¬ 


dles are willing to remain here for a short 
time.*' 

“ O, we are willing,” Miss Moreland re¬ 
turned ; “ but then, if you both go at once, 
yon might get two boats, and that would be 
one more than we will need.” 

“Clayton, you remain here with Miss 
Moreland and Miss Pierpoint,” Mr. Durant 
said, “and 1 will go on an exploring expe¬ 
dition up the stream. If 1 don’t find a 
hoatwithiu a reasonable distance, 1 will 
return, and you can search down along the 
shore. Will that suit you ?” 

“Perfectly,” Archie returned. 

Mr. Durant proceeded up along the shore. 

“ Don’t you think my friend Durant is a 
fine young gentleman?” Archie Clayton 
said to Miss Moreland, with a mock confi¬ 
dential air. 

“ Why do you ask that?” Miss Moreland 
returned, with a slight blush. 1 believe 
that Mr. Durant is generally considered a 
very clever gentleman.” 

** 1 had a motive in asking,” Archie said, 
his manner the same. “1 think he would 
be especially rejoiced to know that a cer¬ 
tain Miss Moreland has a good opinion, of 
him. And I believe she has.” 

“So do I,” Minnie Pierpoint put in. 
“Well, why shouldn’t she have?” MiRg 
Moreland said, coolly enough this time. 

*^No reason in the world why she should 
not,” Archie continued, with a mischiev¬ 
ous smile. “ But I have known people to 
commence by mutually admiring each oth¬ 
er, and end in desperately loving each 
other.” 

Miss Moreland’s blushes returned. 

“ Excuse me,” Archie added; “ of course 
I don’t mean to insinuate that there is any 
probability of—of— Do I, Miss Pierpoint?” 

** Isn’t that cottage across the river yon¬ 
der picturesquely situated?” Miss More¬ 
land srid. “I— 

“And yonder comes Mr. Durant,” Min- 
nie Pierpoint interrupted. 

“Where?” Archie asked. 

“Around the bend yonder, in a boat. Do 
you see him?” 

“ Of course I see him now,” Archie an¬ 
swered. 

In a few moments Mr. Durant had land¬ 
ed the boat at the shore. The four had 
just got in when Niel Marsh and Mlsg Bich- 
arilsoii appeared on the bank. 

“ Can you take us?” Niel cried. 

“ Yes, certainly,” Mr. Durant answered. 
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Kiel and Miss Bicbatdson were soon in 
the boat with the others. Mr. Durant and 
Archie Clayton took the oars. 

“Shall we go up or down first?” Mr. 
Durant asked. 

Minnie Pierpoint had some leaves in lier 
hand that she had pulled from a hush on 
the bank, and which she was pulling to 
pieces. She held up one of them. 

“ Whichever way this leaf flies when I 
drop it, we wilt go,” she said. 

She let the leaf go, and it was carried to 
the lower side of the boat by the air. 

“ It is down stream,” said Niel Marsh. 

And they turned the bow of the boat 
down stream. 

“A mile will be far enough to go down,” 
said Miss Moreland, “ for you must remem¬ 
ber that it wiil be pretty hard work getting 
back again^ the current.” 

“Not so very hard. Miss Moreland,” Mr. 
Durant returned; “ by keeping close to the 
shore, Clayton and I could soon ascend 
that distance. If we should get a couple 
of miles down stream, we can soon get 
back.” 

They had been going down stream but a 
short time when a roaring noise came to 
their ears. 

“What is that?” Miss Sichardson asked. 

“ I presume it is the water rushing over 
a mill dam,” Mr. Durant said. 

A few minutes later they discovered this 
to be true. They came in sight of the 
place where the mill stood, and where the 
water was pouring over the dam. 

“ We will have to go back now,” said 
Miss Moreland. 

“ To be sure we will,” Archie Clayton 
and Mr. Durant both answered in one 
breath, turning the bow of the skifi up 
stream. 

“ Let’s go a little closer,” Minnie Pier- 
point put in. 

“Isn’t it dangerous?” Miss Moreland 
asked. 

“ We can let the skiff float down gradu¬ 
ally,” said Archie, “ and there will be very 
little danger. I remember that when I was 
a boy I used to let my boat go to the very 
edge of a dam like this, and then pull out 
of it.” 

“ I’ve seen that done,” Miss Bichardson 
said. “ Pm sure I’m not afraid to go 
closer.” 

“ Shall we do so. Miss Moreland ?” Mr. 
Durant asked. 


“ I agree to it,” Miss Moreland returned. 

Keeping the bow of the skiff up stream, 
they let it drop slowly down. Many times 
they would try the oars to see that they 
sUll had control of it. Presently the thun¬ 
der of the water rushing over the dam was 
almost deafening. 

“Shall we go back?” shouted Mr. Du¬ 
rant to the girls. 

“Yes, yes,” they all returned. All of 
them were pale and beginning to get fright¬ 
ened. Archie and Mr. Durant had full 
control of the boat, but there was one pos¬ 
sibility of danger of which they had not 
thought. That possibility became a reality. 

Archie Ciayton gave a more powerful 
stroke than usual with his oars. One of 
them snapped off close to the rowlock. 
Even then Mr. Durant might have palled 
out of danger, but the three girls immedi¬ 
ately sprang to their feet with screams, 
shaking the boat so that he could not con¬ 
trol it with his oars. Instantly the current 
took effect on it, the bow whirled down 
stream, and they rapidly approached the 
dam. 

All that the young men could do was to 
seize the giris in their arms, there being 
one for each. They had just time to do 
this when the boat plunged out over the 
boiling waters. 

••»•*** 

Six very wet people were out on the 
shore below the dam. Mr. Durant had 
caught Miss Moreland in his arms, and had 
saved her; it had been the same with 
Archie Clayton and Isabel Richardson; so 
that there was no choice left to Niel Marsh 
but to save Minnie Pierpoint. I want you 
to understand, however, that that last 
thought is mine and not his. Of course he 
would as cheerfully save her as either of 
the other two, for she stood eguaUy as high 
in his regard. 

in. 

Nxel Mau sh and Archie Clayton were 
together in the former’s room, once more 
conversing, no doubt, about topics of mu¬ 
tual interest. 

“How’s that diotded heart of yours by 
this time, Niel ?” Archie asked. 

“About the same, I believe,” Niel an¬ 
swered. “I’ll tell you the fact: I had a 
dream last night, and I’ve concluded to let 
that dream settle it—that will be as good a 
way as any.” 
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“ ITy dear friend/' Archie gaid, ** in all 
seriousness I say beware that you do not 
wreck your happiness. Think of the im¬ 
portance of what you are doing, and re¬ 
member that only death will sever the 
bonds into which you will enter. You are 
a young man, and have plenty of time. I 
entreat you not to rush hastily into that 
which may bring 3 ’ou only misery, for mar¬ 
riage without true love can bring you 
naught else,” 

“Hal haP' laughed Niel, “you are 
quite a preacher.” 

“Kiel, promise me that you will wait in 
this matter till your heart decides.” 

“ I wont promise.” 

“ Well, what was your dream ?” 

“ That I was married to Hiss Horeland. 
1 am going to do my best to make that 
dream come true.” 

Archie Clayton laughed. “Excuse‘me, 
Kiel,” he said, “but I am pretty positive 
that your dream will not come true. I 
have been intending to tell you, ever since 
we commenced talking, that that plunge 
over the milldam settled the matter for 
Hiss Horeiaud and Purant, so that you 
would have to choose between two. Du¬ 
rant told me, a very short time before I 
came in here, that they are engaged. 1 
have believed for some time that they were 
iu love with each other. 1 hope a third 
part of your heart wont he broken by that.” 

Kiel drew a sigh, looked solemn for a 
moment, and then smiled. 

“ I do believe it relieves me to hear that,” 
he said. “Xwas half in hopes she would 
reject me, anyway. Yes, Archie, I hoped 
that all but the right one would reject me. 
The one, you know, that I can love in the 
manner which you express.” 

“Ifiel Harsh, you are incorrigible T' 
Archie cried. 

“ 'Which one do you think I can love as 
a man's wife ought to be loved ?” Kiel 
asked, innocently enough; “I mean, of 
course, which one of the two left?” 

“Why, what a questionT' Archie ex¬ 
claimed. “ How do 1 know ?” 

“ 1 thought that perhaps you might use 
your judgment,” Kiel added. 

“ I beg to be excused from deciding that 
matter for you,” Archie said. “ Why, I 
have never before beard of such an idea I 
It is preposterous r' 

To tell the truth, Archie would have 
liked to say Hiss Pierpoint, for, as you may 


have already guessed, dear reader, he loved 
Hiss Eichardson himself, never having 
hinted, even, of his love, however. But 
be was a young man of honor, and ih(U 
alone would have been sufficient reason for 
his not advising that somewhat wayward 
young man, Kiel Harsh. 

Presently Archie left Kiel alone. 

“So, so,” Kiel soliloquized, “it amt to 
be Clara Horeland. Pli be hanged if Pm 
a bit sorry that that's turned out the way 
it has. 1 remember what Archie said once 
about bis hoping that fate would bring me 
out all right, or words to that effect, and I 
suppose that I can take it for granted that 
Hiss Horeland is not to be Mrs. Harsh. I 
wish fate would decide between the other 
two, and give me one of them. Miss iUch- 
ardson or Hiss Pierpoint—which one shall 
I ask to marry me ?” 

He leaned his head reflectively upon his 
hand. His thoughts seemed very amusing, 
hut evidently he was in sober earnest in 
them. 

“ Let me see,” he muttered to himself, 
“ the toss of a leaf the other day seems to 
have settled Durant’s fate; why shall not 
the toss of the petals of a rose decide 
mine?” 

He rose and walked to a table where 
stood a vase of flowers. He plucked a rose 
from among them, and pulled out some of 
its petals. 

“ Kow I will take these to the south win¬ 
dow and throw them oul^” he continued; 
“ if they are carried to the west, it shall be 
Hiss Eichardson; if ta the east. Hiss Pier¬ 
point. Of course they will be blown one of 
those two ways alongside of the house.” 

The window was already up. He went 
to it and tossed out the petals. It was 
^rely a very whimsical way of deciding a 
love affair 1 

But the petals? A gust of wind caught 
them and carried them toward the west. 

“ Pate decides that Miss Eicbardson shall 
receive my proposition,” Kiel thought. 

Well, 50 it shall be.” 

But a pretty face came into his mind—a 
face that was not Miss Eichardson’s—^and 
a touch of pain reached his heart. 

“PshawI” he murmured. “I’d just as 
soon ha%’e Miss Eicbardson as Minnie. 
There will be dancing to-night, and 1 will 
decide the matter then.” 

Au additional thought occurred to him. 
“Indeed, I wont break my heart if she 
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does Fefase me/’ he uttered, in an^er to 
that thoup^ht. 

Then again Minnie Plerpoint’s face float¬ 
ed before his vision. He wondered if he 
would grieve at ail if Miss Kicbardson 
should refuse him. He answered that 
idea, too: 

“ Wliy, of course, if I can get Miss Pier- 
point afterwards, I will not, for I’d just as 
soon have her as the oUier.” 

The evening came; but for some reason 
or other Niel Marsh could not get much 
chance to speak to Miss Kicbardson. Archie 
Clayton seemed to be appropriating hOr. 
Kiel had danced with her once, but Archie 
had taken her away from him immediately 
afterward. 

At length Kiel strolled out of the house 
for a breath of fresh air. A short distance 
away, down the avenue, stood a large elm. 
On one side of this was a rustic bench that 
would hold one or two persons. Kiel found 
this and placed himself upon it. It was 
very close against the tree. There was 
no moon, and the shadows were heavy be¬ 
neath the overhanging branches. 

Kiel knew not how long he had been sit¬ 
ting there thinking, when he heard voices 
close at hand. The first was the voice of 
Archie Clayton. 

“And I was very much afraid j’ou did 
not love me,” it said. 

There was a few instants’pause. During 
those passing moments a flood of strange 
emotions swept through Kiel Marsh’s 
breast. It occurred to him that Archie 
was speaking to Minnie Plerpoint—it must 
be she. He was using the language of one 
who was loved by the person to whom he 
was speaking. And with these thoughts 
rushing through his mind, Kiel read his 
own heart at last. Ue honed Mimde Pier- 
point liiinse}/. A wild palu smote him. 

“ What a fool I have been all this time!” 
was his better thought. “ 1 feel that I lovo 
her with all my heart, but I have delayed 
till—” 

“But Ido love you very much indeed,” 
a voice returned iu answer to what Archie 
Clayton had said. 

Kiel’s heart gave a great bound of joy, 
for it was the voice of Isabel Kicbardson to 
which he was listeuing. 

The couple went out of hearing. 

“ O my folly! my folly!” Kiel murmured; 
** 1 have been iuteudiug to ask her to mar¬ 
ry me I” 


He arose and started toward the house. 
He bad nearly reached it when he almost 
ran against a female figure. 

“I beg pardon!” heesclaimed. 

“ Granted,” said a musical voice—^thatof 
Minnie Pierpoint. She was alone. 

“I have been sitting under the great 
elm,” Kiel said to her, quickly, “and I 
want you to go back, for I have something 
to say to you. 'Will you?” 

They went back together. Kiel felt his 
heart sinking. The question that generally 
troubles a young man on such occasions 
came to bim. '\Yhat if she should refuse 
him ? The possibility of that was painful 
to think of. But he did not delay. 

“ I have made a discovery this evening, 
Minnie,” he said. “ It is that I love you. 
Will you be my wife?” 

Miss Minnie knew her mind and heart 
upon that subject already. She stole her 
hand timidly into KiePs. 

“Yes, I will be your wife,” she mur¬ 
mured, “fori love you.*’ 

Dear reader, three weddings occurred 
shortly after that; and though Kiel had 
never loved anybody but his pretty little 
Minnie, am I not correct in writing of him, 
Ko CnoiCB Left? 
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